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THE 

Tragedie  of  Soliman  and 
Pevfedd. 

ACTVS  PRIMVS. 

JSWrLoue,  Fortune,  Death. 

H^  D^/i?and  crofle  th$  way  of  LoueF 

For.  Why, what  is  L^,butF^r^i/^!:enis-,ball? 
Death,  Nay,  what  are  you  both,  but  fubie&s 
vnto  Death? 
'And  I  commaund  you  to  forfbeare  this  place: 
For  htejre  the  mpjuth 
Is  wholy  bent  to  tragedies ^ifcpurfe: 
And  what  are  tragedies  but  a&s  of  death  ? 
Here meanes  the  wrathfull  mufe  in  feas  of teares, 
And  lowd  laments  to  tell  a  difmall  tale  : 
A  tale  wherein  ftie  lately  hath  bellowed,, 
Thehulkie  humor  of  her  blqudy  quill,,  f' 
And  now  fof  ^a^s,  ta^ef  her  taher  tung.  , 

Loue.  Why  thinke§  fkafh;  Loue  knows  notthe  hiftarie, 
Of  braue  Erajius  and  his-Rodian  d^me? 
Twas  I  that  made  their  hartsconfent  to  loue, 
And  therefore^ome  1  now:as  futeft  perfon, 
To  ferue  for  Chorus  to  *his  Tragedie : 
Had  I  not  beene,  they  had  not  dyed  fo  foone.  i 
Bmb.  Had  I  not  beene,  they  had  not  dyed  fo  foone. 

A  a  For, 


<      :  VbeHrbgeAir 
For.  Nay  then  it  feemes  you  bdrh  ddjoifip-i^^l^rnarke^ 
'  Did  not  I  change  long  loue  to  fuddiei*  ha£e  ? 
And  then  rpchaij^e  their  hatred  intoJoue? 
And  then  from  loue  deliuer  them  to  death  ? 
Fortune  is  Chorus,  Love  and  Death  begone. 

Death.  I  tell  thee  Fortune,  and.thee  wanton  Loue, 
I  will  notdpwne  to  euerlafring  night, 
Tilll  haue  iflofajlh'd  this  Tfagedie, 
Whofe  cheefeft  adlor  was  ipyfable  dart, 
i    Loue.  Nor  will  I  vp  into  the  brigfctfome  fphere, 
From  whence  I  fprung,  till  in  the  chorus  place, 
I  makeitknowneto  you  and  to  the  world, 
What  intereft  Loue  hath  in  Tragfedies/ 

For.  Nay  then  though  Fortune  hauedelight  in  change, 
He  flay  my  flighfi/atf&ea&W  wlieele, 
Till  1  haue  (howne  by  demonftration, 
What  intrefl  I  have  in  a  Tragedk : 
Tufti,  Fortune  can  doo  more  then  Loue  or  Death. 

Loue.  Why  ftay  we  then,  lets  giue  the  A$ers  lean*,  \ 
Arid  as  occafioh  ieriies,  make  our  retu'rrie  Exeunt. 

jE^r  fc^ftus'MifP^d*.  :  f 
Eraji.  Why  when  Pe^d^W^bt^^K  me? 
But  fhall  I  like  a  maftlef&ffrip* « fea, 
Goe  euery  way,  and  not  the  way  I  would  ? 
My  loue  hath  lafied  from  mine  infailcie,  " 
And  ftill  increafed  as  I  grew  my  felfe. 
When  did  Perfeda  paftime  in  th^ftreetes,  J <  - 
But  her  Erajlus  ouer-xtyed  her  fpdrte?  \P  *>f" 
When  didfl  thou  wiitk  tWfim^!^tteS(^ii^ ; 
Sit  Ibwing  with  thy  teres,  but  I WWi 
Marking  thy  lilly  haiids  d^tferit^  r 
Comparing  it  to  twetity  gi^atf 6iiS  thiries. 
When  didft  thouTmga  TOte  that  I  could  freare, 
But  I  haue  framde a d i ttieko  rite  rafl&° :  oJ 


of  SolimanandPerfeda. 
,  When  didfl  thou  goe  tbChurch  on  hbllydaies, 
But  I  haue  waited  on  tfree  too  and  fro  : 
Marking  my  times,  as  Faulcons  watch  their  flight*] 
When  I  haue  mill  theehow  I  haue  lamented* 
As  if  my  thoughtshad  been  affured  true. 
Thus  in  my  youth,  now  fince  I  grew  a  man, 
I  haue  perfeuered  to  let  thee  know, 
The  meaning  dfmy  true  harts  conftancie : 
Then  be  not  niceiV rfeda  as  women  woon: 
To  hafty  louers  whofe  fancy  foohe  is  fled : 
My  loue  is  of  a  long  continuance, 
And  merites  not  a  Grangers  recompence. 

Per.  Enough  Erajius,  thy  Perjeda  knowes, 
She  whom  thou  wbuldAliaue-thihe,  ,£r4/?x^kn6w«« 

Erqft.  Nay  my  Perftda  knowes^and  then  tis  welL 

Per.  I  watch  you;  vantages,  thine  be  it  then, 
I  haue  forgot  the  reft,  but  thats  the  effed; : 
Which  to  eflfedt,  accept  this  carkanet, 
My  Grandamb  oa  her  death  bed  gaue  i  t  me. 
And  there,  euen  there,  I  vowd  vntomyfelfe, 
To  keepe  the  fame,  vtt«ill  my  w?andring  eye, 
Should  finde  a  harbodr  fop  my  hart  to  dweiL 
Euen  in  thy %eft  doo  I  tte&  my  reft, 
Let  in  my  hart  tbckeep  thinjep^pany* 

Eraji.  And  fwefet  Petfeda  accept  this  ring9 
To  equall  it,  receiufc  my  Kan  to  boote, 
It  is  no  boote,  for  that  Was  thine  before: 
And  far  mofce  welcome  is  this  change  to'  me3 
Then  funny  day e#tt* ria kfed  Sauages,  hq 
Or  newes  of  pardon  to  a wttxck cbrademnd, 
That  waireth  for  the fe^eftitt  ftroke  of  death* 
As  carefull  will  I  be  to  keepe  thii  ehaine, 
As  doth  the  naothe*  keepe  her  children, 
From  water  pits,  or  falling  in  the  fire. 
Ouer  mine  armour  will  I  hang  this  cftaine, 
And  when  long  cbrtfbait  H8afce£  my  body  faint, 
The  fi^bcrofit^ls  (hall  Ihew  Ptrftdasnamel 


1  TfM  Iragedie  , 

And  ad  frefh  courage  to  my  fainting  iims. 

This  day  the  eger  Turfce  ofiTnipolis, 

The  knight  of  Malta,  honoured  for  his  worth,  -nn    •  ,1  u  ! 

And  he  thats  titled  by  thegolden  fptirre. 

The  Moore  vpon  his  hot  Barbarimhorfe, 

The  fiery  Spaniard  bearing  in  fciafeee, 

The  emprefle  of  a  noble  war  ri  our* 

The  fudden  Frenchman,  and  the  foligbon'd  Dane* i 

And  Engiifh  Archers^  hardy  memat  armes,i  v 

Eclipped  Lyons  of  the  Wefterne  worlde  j 

Each  one  of  thefe  approoued  combatants, 

Affembled  from  feuerall  corners  of  the  world. 

Are  hither  come  to^trie  their  force  in  armes, 

In  honour  of  the  Prince  of  Cyprisnupdiate. 

Amongft  thefe  worthies  will  Erqftus  troope, 

Though  like  a  Gnat  amongft  a  ,hkie  of  Bees:   I:  V 

Know  me  by  this  thy  pretious  carkanet, 

And  if  Ithriue,  in  valour  as  the glafle, 

That  takes  the  Sun-beames  burning  with  his  forcfofu  | 

He  be  the  glaffe  and  thou  thatihcaumty  Sun,  i  j        rh  bfi 

From  whence  He  borrow  what  lido  afcchieue;; 

And  fweet  Perfeda  vn noted  though:  I be, 

Thy  beauty  yet  ftiall  make  ipe  knbwhe<efce  night- 
jar. Yong  flippes  are  neuer  graft  i n  windy  daies, 

Yong  fchollers  neuer  entered  with  the  rod. 

Ah  my  Erajius  there  are  Europes  Knights, 

That  carry  honour  grauen  in  their  helmet  ;  no  id  m\  d 

And  they  muft  winne  it  deere  that  w inne it  the$se,  til  be 
Let  not  my  beautie  pricfcthee  to  thy  bane. 
Better  fit  (till  then  rife  and  ooertane* 

Eraji.  Counfell  me  not,  for  my;  intent  h  fwoVne, 
And  be  my  fortune  as  my  Ioue  deferues. 

Per.  So  be  thy  fortune  as  thy  features  fef  ue, 
And  then  ^^^liue^^without  co^are^ 

Enter  a  M'effenger. 
Here  comes  a  Meffengeir  to  haft  me  hence, 
I  know  your  meflage,  hath,  th£''  PrinCeffe,  fen*  for  roc'  1 1: 


of  Soiihtan  and Perfeda. 
'  Me]) en.  She  hath,  andidefi  res  you  to  confort  her  to  the 

Enter  Pifton.  (triumphes, 
Pifton.  Who  faw  my  ;Mafter? 

0  fir,  are  you  heere? 

The  Prince  and  all  the.outlandifli  Gentlemen* 
Are  ready  to  goq  to  the  triumphs,  they  ftay  for  you . 
Eraft.  Goefirra,  bid  my  men  bring  my  horfe, 

and  adpfenftaues., 
Pift.  YQuiftiall  haue  yolir  horfes  and  two  dofen  ftaues* 

Exit  Pifton, 

Eraft.  Wifh,me  good  hap  Perfeda  and  lie  winne 
Such  glory,  as  no  timelhall  ere  race  put, 
Or  end  the  J>emod  sof  my  youth  i n,  blood ,  ,  / 

Per.  Su^fc  fortune  as  the  good  Andromache, 
Wifht  valiant  wounded  witfythe  Greekes, 

1  wifh  Eraftus  in  his  maiden  wiarres.  j 
Orecome  with  val lor  thefe  high  minded  Knights, 
As  with  thy  vertu£vthou  haft  conquered  me, 

Heatiens  heare  my  hflrty  pwysr  and  it  effeft.  Exeunt* 

EnterBM^pOk  *hf  Prince  of  Cifris^^cof 
and  ail  the  Knights. 

PW/.  Braus  Knights  o^Ghriftendome,  and.turkifti  both, 
Aflembled  heere  in  thirfty  honors  caufe,  ' 
To  be  enrolled  in;  the  br^fs  leaued  b<?okgrf!  j  • 
Of  neuer  waging  perpefuity,^    UMiJ  .  ^ u   i;  , 
Put  Lambe^ljkQ/mildenes  to  ypur  Jtfons  ftpehgth, 
And  be  our  tilting  li£p;twp  brpfh^  fports^  ft 
That  exercife^tMf  mm  with  frieqdly jNa  wes, 
Braue  Prince  of  Cip*is,  and-pur;  fonne  in  la^, 
Welcome  thefe^pnhies  by  their  feuerall  countries, 
For  in^ih^orrheth.en  are  they  come, 
To  grace  thy  ^p^^.with^t^ 

Cipris.  Firft  welcomerf&ri^ 
Graced  by^^troy^,^^  ^n  times  mp?e 
By  thy  appr^qued  valour  iatfojfkld, 
Vpon  the  onfet  of  the  eag^y, 

What 


The  Tragedit 
What  is  thy  motto  when  thou  fpurres  thy  horft? 

Englijhman.  In  Scotland  was  I  made  aKnight  at  armes, 
Where  for  my  countries  caufe  I  chargde  my  Eaunce: 
In  France  I  tooke  the  Standard  from  the  King,  < 
And  giue  th^f  flower  of  Gallia  in  my  d  re  ft*  i 
Againrt  the  light  foote  kiflvhaue  JJ  ferued, 
And  in  my  sfcinne  bare  tokens  of  their  skeneis: 
Our  word  of  courage  all  the  world  hath  heard', 
Saint  George  for  England,  and  Saint  Geoi^gd  for  me. 
v    Cipris. Like  welcome  vnto  theefaire  Knight  of  Frauncc  ' 
Well  famed  thou  art  for  difcipline  in  warre, 
Vpon  the  incounter  of  thine  enemy, 
What  is  thy  mot  refrof^fted  Knight  of  Prkunce? 

Frenchman*  In  ltkly  I  pat  my  Knighthood  on, 
Where  in  my^fhirt  but*  With  a-fingle  Rapier, 
I  combated  a  Romane  much  renownd, 
His  weapons  point  impoifofted  for  my  bafte* 
And  yet  my  ftarres  did  bode  my  vietoKli  •' 
Saint  Denis  is  fci^  F»uitee,i^th«t'forvf)nre.r.' 

Cipris.  Welcome  Cafiilian  too  amongft  the  reft^ 
For  feme dofeibtijul  thy  valour  wit?h  i;be^^ft: 
Vpon  thy  fir  ft  encounter  of  thy  foe, 
What  is  thy  word  of  cburage  braue  man  of  Spaing 

Spaniard.  At  foiirete'erie  yeeres  of  age  was  Inialdd  Knight, 
When  twenty  thokfarid  Spaniards  were  in  field, 
What  time  a  daring  Rutter  made  achalt^g^-  v  ™j  f)  ii: 
To  change  *  bullet  l#tt?i  our  fwift  flight: -fliot, 
And  I  with  fingtelleedaftdaeuell,  hit  ^ 
The  haughdrehfcilen^er  and  ftrootehito  dead. 
The  golden  Fleece  is  that  we'ery  vpoiv 
And  laques,  taques,  is  the  Spaniards  chbife.^ 

Cipris. 'Next  welcome  vnto  thee  renownfcd  Turkey 
Not  for  thy  1ay>< but  for thy  ribtth  iirktmtW 
Vpoi!<to#M'fMa!^bf *hixie^nemy, * 
What  is  thy  nolia^^rdof  charge  fe^ue  Turfcfe?r' 

Brufor.  Againft  the  Sophy  in  three  pitched  fields 
Vnder  the  condud:  of  great  Salman,  9  ioq\ 

Hauc 


of  Soliman  and  Perfeda. 
Haue  I  becnc  chiefe  commaunder  of  an  hoaft, 
And  put  the  flint  heart  Perfians  to  the  fword, 
The  defert  plaines  of  AfFricke  haue  I  ftaind, 
With  blood  of  Moores,  and  there  in  three  fet  battels  fought, 
Marcht  conqueror  through  Afia, 
Along  the  coafts  held  by  the  Portinguize, 
Euen  to  the  verge  of  golde,  aboording  Spaine, 
Hath  Brufor  led  a  valiant  troope  of  Turkes, 
And  made  fome  Chriftians  kneele  to  Mahomet: 
Him  we  adore,  and  in  his  name  I  crie, 
Mahomet  for  me  and  Soliman. 

Cip.  Now  Signeur  Bafilifco  you  we  know, 
And  therefore  giue  not  you  a  ftrangers  welcome. 
You  are  a  Rutter  borne  in  Germanie, 
Vpon  the  firft  encounter  of  your  foe : 
What  is  your  brave  upon  the  enemy  ? 

Bafi.  I  fight  not  with  my  tongue,  this  is  my  Oratrix. 

Laying  his  hand  upon  his  fword. 

Ctp.  Why  Signeur  Bafilifco>  is  it  a  (he  fword  ? 

Baji.  I,  and  fo  are  all  blades  with  me :  behold  my  inftancc, 
Perdie,  each  female  is  the  weaker  vefTell, 
And  the  vigour  of  thisarme  infringeth 
The  temper  of  any  blade,  quoth  my  afiertion, 
And  therebygathe^thatthisbladebeingapprooued  weaker 

than  this  lim,  may  very  well  beareafeminineEpitheton. 

Cip.Tis  well  prooued,  but  whats  the  word  that  glories  your 

Bafi.  Sooth  to  fay, the  earth  is  my  countrey,    (cduntrcy  ? 
As  the  aire  to  the  fowle,  or  the  marine  moifture 
To  the  red  guild  fifli:  I  repute  myfelf  no  coward ; 
For  humilitie  (hall  mount. 

I  keep  no  table  to  charader  my  fore-pafled  confli<fbs. 
As  I  remember,  there  happened  a  fore  draught 
In  fome  part  of  Belgia,  that  the  iucie  grafle, 
Was  feared  with  the  Sunne  Gods  Element. 
I  held  it  pollicie  to  put  the  men  children 
Of  that  climate  to  the  fword, 

That  the  mothers  tears  might  releeue  the  parched  earth. 

B  *  The 


The  Tragedie 

The  men  died,  the  women  wept,  and  the  grafie  grew, 

Els  had  my  Frize-land  horfe  periftied, 

Whofe  loffe  would  haue  more  grieued  me, 

Than  the  ruine  of  that  whole  Countrey. 

Vpon  a  Time  in  Ireland  I  fought, 

On  horfebacke  with  an  hundred  Kernes, 

From  Titans  Eafterne  vprife,  to  his  Weftern  downe-fall: 

Infomuch  that  my  Steed  began  to  faint ; 

I  conje&uring  the  caufe  to  be  want  of  water,  dismounted: 

In  which  place  there  was  no  fuch  Element, 

Enraged  therefore  with  this  Semitor, 

All  on  foote  like,  an  Herculian  of-fpring, 

Endured  fome  three  or  foure  houres  combat, 

In  which  procefle,  my  body  diftilled  fuch  dewy  fhower  of 

That  from  the  warlike  wrinckles  of  my  front,  (fvvet, 

My  Palfray  coold  his  thirft. 

My  mercy  in  conqueft,  isequall  with  my  manhood  in  fight, 
The  teareof  an  infant,  hath  bin  the  ranfome  of  a  conquered 
Whereby  I  purchafed  the  furname  of  Pities  adamant,  (citie, 
Rough  wordes  biowe  my  choller, 
As  the  wind  dooth  Mulcibers  workehoufe, 
I  haue  no  word,  because  no  countrey, 
Each  place  is  my  habitation, 
Therefore  each  countries  word  mine  to  pronounce. 
Princes,  what  would  you  ? 
I  haue  feen  much,  heard  more,  but  done  moft, 
To  be  briefe,  hee  that  will  trie  mee,  let  him  waft  me  with  his 
I  am  his,  for  fome  fiue  launces.  (arme. 
Although  it  go  againft  my  ftarres  to  ieft, 
Yet  to  gratulate  this  beninge  Prince, 
I  will  fupprefle  my  condition. 

Philip.  He  is  beholding  to  you  greatly  fir: 
Mount  ye  braue  Lordings,  forwards  to  the  tilt, 
Myfelfe  will  cerifure  of  your  chiualrie, 
And  with  impartiall  eyes  behold  ypur  deedes. 
Forward  braue  Ladies,  place  you  to  behold 
The  faire  demeanor  of  thefe  warlike  Knights.  Exeunt. 

Manet. 


ofSoliman  and  Perfeda. 

Manet  Bafilifco. 
Bqfi.  I  am  melancholy:  an  humor  of  Venus  beleagereth  me* 
I  haue  reiedired  with  contemptable  frownes, 
The  fweet  glances  of  many  amorous  girles  or  rather  ladies: 
But  certes,  I  am  now  captiuated  with  the  reflecting  eye 
Of  that  admirable  comet  Perfeda. 
I  will  place  her  to  behold  my  triumphes, 
And  do  wonders  in  hir  fight, 

0  heauen  fhe  comes,  accompanied  with  a  child* 
Whofe  chin  beares  no  impreffion  of  manhood, 
Not  an  hayre,  not  an  excrement. 

Enter  Eraftus,  Perfeda,  and  Pyftan. 
Eraft.  My  fweet  Perfeda. 

Exeunt  Eraftus  and  Perfeda. 
Bqfi.  Peace  Infant  thou  blafphemeft. 
Pift.  You  are  deceiued  fir,  he  fwore  not. 
Bafi.  I  tell  thee  Iefterhedid  worfe,hecald  that  Ladie  his. 
Pift.  lefter:  O  extempore \  oftores ! 
Bqfi.  O  harfti  vn-edicate  illiterate  pefant, 
Thou  abufeft  the  phrafe  of  the  Latine. 
P*y?.  By  gods  fifti  friend,  take  you  the  Latins  part,  ile  abufe 
Bqfi.  What  faunce  dread  of  our  indignation?      (you  to. 
Pift.  Saunce :  what  languidge  is  that  ? 

1  thinke  thou  art  a  word  maker  by  thine  occupation. 

Bafi.  Ijtermeft  thou  me  of  an  occupation, 
Nay  then  this  fierie  humor  of  choller  is  fuppreft. 
By  th#  thought  of  loue.  Faire  Ladie, 

Pift.  Now  by  my  troth  (he  is  gon.  / 
Bqfi.  I,  hath  the  infa:nt  tranfported  hen  hence, 
He  faw  my  anger  figured  in  my  brovv% 
And  at  his  beft  aduantage  ftole  away, 
But  I  will  follow  for  reuenge. 

Pift.  Naye,  but  here  you  lir, 
I  mutt  ralke  with  you  before  you  goe. 

Then  Pifton  gets  on  his  back%  and  puis  him  dozvnc\ 
Bqfi.  O  if  thou  beeft  magnanimous,  come  before  me. 
Pift.  Nay,  ifthcwbeeltaright  warrior,  get  from  vnder  me, 

B  2  8af. 
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Baf.  What  wouldft  thau  haue  mc  a  Typhon, 
To  beare  vp  Pele  on  or  OJj'a  ? 

Pift.  Typhon  me  no  Typhons, 
But  fweare  upon  my  Dudgin  dagger, 
Not  logo  till  I  giuerthee  lcaue, 
But  ftay  with  ifie,  and  look  vpon  the  tilters. 

Baf.  O  thou  feekft  thereby  to  dim  my  glory. 

Pift.  I  care  not  for  that,  wilt  thou  not  fwear? 

Baf.  O  I  fweare,  I  fweare. 

He fwtaretb  him  on  his  dagger. 

Pift.  By  the  contents  of  this  blade. 

Baf.  By  the  contents  of  this  blade. 

Pift.  I  theaforefaid  Bafilifco. 

Baf.  I  the  aforefaid  Bafilifco% 
Knight  good  fellow,  Knight,  Knight. 

Pift.  Knaue  good  fellow,  knaue,  knaue, 
Will  not  offer  to  go  from  the  fide  of  Pifton. 

Baf.  Will  not  offer  to  go  from  the  fide  of  Pifton. 

Pift.  Without  the  leave  of  the  faid  Pifton  obtained. 

Baf.  Without  the  leaue  of  the  faid  Pifton  § 
Licenfed,  obtained  and  granted. 

Pift.  Inioy  thy  life  and  Hue,  I  give  it  thee. 

Baf.  I  inioy  my  life  at  thy  hands,  I  confeffe  it, 
I  am  vp,  but  that  I  am  religious  in  mine  oath. 

Pift.  What  would  you  do  fir,  what  would  you  do, 
Will  you  vp  the  ladder  fir,  and  fee  the  tilting. 

Then  they  go  up  the  ladders,  and  thty  found 
^  within  to  the ftrft  courfe. 

Baf.  Better  a  Dog  fawneon  me,  then  barke. 

Ptft.  Now  fir,  how  likes  you  this  courfe, 

Baf  Their  Launces  were  coucht  too  hie, 
And  their  Steedes  ill  borne. 

Pift.  It  may  be  fo,  it  may  be  fo. 

Sound  to  the fecond  courfe. 
Now  fir,  how  like  you  this  courfe. 

Baf  Prettie,  prettie,  but  not  famous* 
Well  for  a  learner,  but  not  for  a  warriour. 

*  Ptft. 


ofSoliman  and  Perfeda. 

Pifi.  By  my  faith  me  thought  it  was  excellent. 

Baf  I  in  the  eye  of  an  infant,  aPeacocks  taile  is  glorious. 
Sound  to  the  third  courfe. 

Pi/}.  O  well  ran,  the  baye  horfe  with  the  blew  taile, 
And  the  filuer  knight,  are  bothdowne, 
By  Cock  and  Pic,  and  Moufe  foote. 
The  Englilhman  is  a  fine  Knight. 

Baf.  Now  by  the  marble  face  of  the  Welkin, 
He  is  a  braue  warriour. 

Pifi.  What  an  oath  is  there,  fie  vpon  thee  extortioner. 

Baf.  Now  comes  in  the  infant  that  courts  my  miftreffe. 
Sound  to  the  fourth  courfe. 
Oh  that  my  lance  were  in  my  reft, 
And  my  Beauer  clofd  for  this  encounter. 
,  Pifi.  O  well  ran,  my  maifter  hath  ouerthrowne  the  Turkc. 

Baf.  Now  fie  vpon  the  Turke, 
To  be  difmounted  by  a  Childe  it  vexeth  me. 

Sound  to  the fift  courfe.  ( man . 

Pifi.  O  well  ran  maifter,  he  hath  ouerthrowne  the  French- 

Baf.  It  is  the  fury  of  his  horfe,  not  the  ftrength  of  his  arme. 
I  would  thou  wouldft  remit  my  oath, 
That  I  might  aflaile  thy  maifter. 

Pifi.  I  giue  thee  leaue,  go  to  thy  deftru&ion. 
But  fyrra  wheres  thy  horfe? 

Baf.  Why  my  Page  holding  him  by  the  bridle. 

Ptfi.  Well  goe  mount  thee,  goe. 

Baf  I  go,  and  Fortune  guide  my  Launce. 

Exit  Bafilifco. 

Pifi.  Take  the  braginft  knaue  in  Chriftendom  with  thee: 
Truly  I  am  forrie  for  him, 
He  iuft  like  a  Knight,  heele  iuft  like  a  lade. 
It  is  a  world  to  heere  the  foole  prate  and  brag, 
He  will  iet  as  if  it  were  a  Goofe  on  a  greene: 
He  goes  many  times  fupperles  to  bed, 
And  yet  he  takes  Phifick  to  make  him  lcane. 
Laft  night  he  was  bidden  to  a  Gentlewomans  to  fupoer, 
And  becaufe  he  would  not  be  put  to  carue, 
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He  wore  his  hand  in  a  fcarfe,  and  faid  he  was  wounded  j 

He  weares  a  coloured  lath  in  his  fcabberd, 

And  when  twas  found  vpon  him,  he  faid  he  was  wrathful 

He  might  not  weare iron.  He  weres  Ciuet, 

And  when  it  was  askt  him;  where  he  had  that  muskc, 

He  faid,  all  his  kindred  fmelt  fo: 

Is  not  this  acounterfet  foole? 

Well  ile  vpand  fee  how  he  fpeedes. 

Sound  thejixt  courfe> 
Now  by  the  faith  of  a  fquire  he  is  a  very  faint  knight, 
Why  ttfytnaifter  hath  ouerthrowne  him 
And  his  Curtail  both  to  the  ground, 
I  (hall  haue  olde  laughing, 
It  will  be  better  then  the  Fox  in  the  hole  for  me, 

Lucina,  and  all  the  Knights. 

Cipr.  Braue  Gentlemen,  by  all  your  free  confents, 
This  Knight  vnknownc,  hath  beft  demeand  himfelf. 
According  to  the  proclimation  made, 
The  prize  and  honor  of  the  day  is  his, 
But  now  vnmafke  thyfelfe,  that  we  may  fee, 
What  warlike  wrinckles  time  has  charactered, 
With  ages  pfiht  vpon  thy  warlike  face. 

Englijh.  Accord  to  his  requeft,  brave  man  at  armes, 
And  let  me  fed  the  face  that  vanquifhed  me, 

French.  Vnmafke  thy  felfe,  thou  well  approoued  knight] 

Turke.  I  long  to  fee  thy  face  braue  vvarriour. 

Luci.  Nay  valiant  fir,  we  may  notbedenide, 
Faire  Ladies  fhould  be  coye  to  fhowe  their  faces, 
Leaft  that  the  fun  (hould  tan  them  with  his  beames, 
lie  be  your  Page  this  once,  for  to  difarme  you.  I 

Pijl.  Thats  the  reafon,  that  he  fhall  helpe 
Your  hulband  to  arme  his  head, 
Oh  the  pollicie  of  this  age  is  wonderfull. 

Phillip.  What  young  Erajlus,  is  it  pofTible? 

Cipr.  Eraftus  be  thou  honoured  for  this  deed. 

Englijh.  So  yong,  and  of  fuoh  good  accompli  Hi ment 
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Thriue  faire  beginner  as  this  time  doth  promife, 
In  vertue,  valour  and  all  worthines : 
Pine  me  thy  hand,  1  vow  my  felfe  thy  friend. 

Era/}.  Thankes  worthy  fir,  whofe  f  auorable,  hand,; 
Hath  entred  fuch  ayongSing  in  the  warre, 
And  thankes  vnto  you  all,  braue  worthy  firs, 
Fm-pofe  me  talke,  how  I  may  doe  you  good, 
Eraftus  will  be  dutifuil  in  all. 

Phil.  Leaue  protcftations  now,  and  let  vs  hye, 
To  tread  lauolto,  that  is  u omens, walke, 
There  fpend  we  the  remainder  o£tbe  day. 

Exeunt.  Manet  Ferdinando. 

Verdi.  ^Though  pqer-borne,  and  foyled  in  my  courfe, 
Vet  haue  I  partners  in  mine  infamy. 
lis  wondrous,  that  fp  young  a  toward  warriour, 
Should  bide  the  fhock  of  fuch  approoued  knights,  * 
As  he  this  day  hath  match t  and  mated  too, 
But  vertuefhould aot  enuy, good  defert, 
Therefore  Erafius  happy,  laude  thy  fortune, 
But  my  Lucina>  how  (he  changed  her  colour, 
When  at  the  encounter  I  did  loofea  ftirrop, 
Hanging  her  head  as  partner  of  my  {hame. 
Therefore  now  wili  I,gpe  yifit  her,  • 
And  pleafe  herewith  this  Carcanet  of  worth, 
Which  by  good  fortune  I  haue  found  to  day, 
When  valour  failes  then  muft  golde  make  the  way.  Exit. 
Enter  Bafi  1  i  fco  riding  of  a  Mule. 

Baf  O  curfed  Fortune  enemy  to  Fame, 
Thus  to  difgrace  thy  honored  name, 
Jy  ouerthrowing  him  that  far  hath  fpred  .thy  praile,' 
Beyond  the  courfe  of  Titans  burning  raies. 

:  Enter  Pitton. 

Page  fet  a  fide  the  lefture  of  my  enemy, 
Giue  him  a  Fidlers  fee,  and  fend  him  packing. 

Tift.  Ho,  God  faue  you  fir,  haue  you  burft  your  flfin, 

Baf.  I  villaine,  I  haue  broke  my  ihin  bone, 
Wy  backe  bone,  mychanneil  bone,  arjd  ra/.thighbone, 

Be* 
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Befide  two  doflen  of  fmall  inferior  bones. 

Pifi.  A  fhrewd  lofle  by  my  faith  fir. 
But  wheres  your  courfers  tayle  ?  r 

BaJ.  He  loft  the  fame  in  feruice. 

Ptfi.  There  was  a  hot  piece  of  feruife  where  he  loft  his  taih 
But  how  chance  his  nofe  is  flit  ? 

BaJ.  For  prefumption,  for  covering  the  Emperors  Mare  m 

Ptfi.  Marry  a  foule  fault,  but  why  are  his  earcs  cut? 

BaJ.  For  neighing  in  the  Emperors  court. 

Ptfi.  Why  then  thy  horfe  hath  bin  a  Colt  in  his  time, 

Baf.  True,  thou  haft  faid. 
O  touch  not  the  cheefce  of  my  Palphrey, 
Leaft  he  difmount  me  while  my  wounds  are  greene, 
Page,  run,  bid  the  furgion  bring  his  incifion. 
Yet  ftay  He  ride  along  with  thee  my  felfe.  Exit. 

Pifi.  And  He  beare  you  company, 

Pifton  getteth  up  on  his  AJfey  and  rideth  with  him  i, 
to  the  doore%  and  meeteth  the  Cryer. 

Enter  the  Cryer.  r 
Pifi.  Come  firra,  let  me  fee  how  finely  youle  cry  this  chaine:  * 

Cryer.  Why  what  was  it  worth  ?  ( worth, ' 

Ptfi.  It  was  worth  more,  then  thou  and  all  thy  kin  are 

Cry.  It  may  be  fo,  but  what  muft  he  haue  that  findes  it? 

Ptfi.  Why  a  hundred  Crownes. 

Cry.  Why  then  He  haue  ten  for  the  crying  of  it. 

Pifi.  Ten  Crownes,  and  had  but  fixepence, 
For  crying  alittle  wench  of  thirty  yeeres  olde  and  vpwardesf, 
That  had  loft  her  felfe  betwixt  aTauerne  and  a  bawdy  houfe. 

Cry.  I  that  was  a  wench,  and  this  is  Golde, 
She  was  poore,  but  this  is  rich. 

Pifi.  Why  then  by  this  reckoning,  a  Hackney  man 
Should  haue  ten  (hillings  for  horfing  a  Gentlewoman, 
Where  he  hath  but  ten  pence  of  a  begger. 

Cry.  Why  and  reafon  good, 
Let  them  pay.  that  beft  may, 
As  the  Lawyers  vfe  their  rich  Clyants, 

When 
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When  they  let  the  poore  goe  vnder  Forma  pauperis. 
Pijl.  Why  then  I  pray  thee  cry  the  chayne  for  me, 
Sub  forma  pauperis. 
For  money  goes  very  low  with  me  at  this  time. 
Crier.  I  fir,  but  your  mafter  is,  though  you  be  not. 
Pift.  I  but  he  mud  not  know, 
That  thou  cryeft  the  chaine  for  me, 
I  doe  but  vfe  the  to  faue  me  a  labour, 
That  am  to  make  inquiry  after  it. 

Cri.  Well  fir,  youle  fee  meconfidered,  will  you  not? 
Pift.  I  marry  will  1,  why  what  lighter  paiment  can  there 

be,  then  confideration. 
Cri.  O  yes. 

EnterErzftus. 

Erqft.  How  now  firra,  what  are  you  crying? 

Cri.  A  chaine  fir  a  chaine,  that  your  man  bad  me  cry. 

Eraft.  Get  you  away  firra,  I  aduife  you 
Meddle  with  no  chaines  of  mine.  Exit  Cryer, 

You  paltry  knaue,  how  durft  thou  be  fo  bould, 
To  cry  the  chaine,  when  I  bid  thou  fhouldft  not, 
Did  I  not  bid  thee  onely  vnderhand, 
Make  priuie  inquirie  for  it  through  the  towne, 
Leaft  publike  rumour  might  aduertife  her, 
Whofe  knowledge  were  to  me  a  fecond  death? 

Pift.  Why  would  you  haue  me  runne  vp  and  downe  the 
towne?  and  my  fliooes  aredoone. 

Eraft.  What  you  want  in  ftiooes,  ile  giue  you  in  blowes. 

Pift.  I  pray  you  fir  hold  your  hands, 
And  as  I  am  an  honeft  man, 

Ile  doe  the  beft  I  can  to  finde  youre  chaine       Exit  Piflon. 

Eraft.  Ah  treacherous  Fortune,  enemy  to  Loue9 
Didft  thou  aduaunce  me  for  my  greater  fall. 
In  dalying  war,  I  loft  my  chiefeft  peace, 
In  hunting  after  praife,  I  loft  my  loue, 
And  in  loues  (hipwracke  will  my  life  mifcarrie, 
Take  thou  the  honor  and  giue  me  the  chaine, 
Wherein  was  linkt  the  fum  of  my  delight. 

C  When 


The  Tragedie 
When  fhe  deliuered  roe  the  Carkanet, 
Keep  it  quoth  (he,  as  thou  wouldft  keep  my  fclfc: 
I  kept  it  riot,  and  therefore  (he  is  loft, 
And  loft  with  her  is  all  my  happinefle, 
And  loffe  of  hajipines  is  worfc  tlian  death. 
Come  therefore  gentle  death  and  eafe  my  griefe, 
Cut  fhort  what  malice  Fortune  milintends, 
But  flay  awhile  good  Death, and  let  me  Hue, 
Time  may  reftore  what  Fortune  tooke  from  me. 
Ah  no,  great  lofles  fildome  are  reftord. 
What  if  my  chaine  (hall  neuer  be  reftordt 
My  innocence  (hall  clear  my  negligence. 
Ah !  but  my  loue  is  ceremonious, 
And  lookes  forjufticeat  her  Iouers  hand, 
Within  forft  furrowes  of  her  clowding  brow, 
As  ftormes  that  fall  amid  a  fun  fhine  day, 
I  read  her  iuft  deli  res,  and  my  decay, 

£#/(?rSolyman,Haleb,  Amarath,  and 
Ianefaries. 

Sol.  1  long  till  Brufor  be  returnde  from  Rhodes, 
To  know  how  he  hath  borne  him  gainft  the  Chriftians, 
That  are  aflembled  there  tatry  their  valour, 
But  more  to  be  well  allured  by  him, 
How  Rhodes  is  fenc'd,  and  how  I  beft  may  lay, 
My  neu^r  failing  liege  to  win  that  plot, 
For  by  the  holy  Alcaron  I  fweare, 
He  call  my  Souldiers  home  from  Perjia, 
And  let  the  Sophie  breath,  and  from  the  Ruffian  broiles 
Call  home  my  hardy,  dauntleflelanifaries, 
And  from  the  other  skirts  of  Chriftendome, 
Call  home  my  Baflbwes  and  my  men  of  war, 
And  fo  belcager  Rhodes  by  fea  and  land, 
That  Key  will  ferve  to  open  all  the  gates, 
Through  which  our  palfage  cannot  finde  a  ftop, 
Till  it  haue  prickt  the  heart  of  Chriftendome, 
Which  now  that  paltry  Hand  keeps  from  fcath. 
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ofSolimanandPerfeda. 
Say  brother  Amuratb,  and  Haleb%  fay, 
What  thinke  you  of  our  refolution  ? 

Amu.  Great  Soliman,  heauens  onely  fubftitute. 
And  earths  commander  vnder  Mahomet; 
So  counfel  I,  as  thou  thy  felfe  haftfaid. 

Haleb.  Pardon  me  dread  Soueraigne,  I  hold  it  not 
Good  pollicie,  to  call  your  forces  home 
From  Perfea  and  Polonial  bending  them 
Vpon  a  paltrie  He  of  fmall  defence. 
A  common  preffe  of  bafe  fuperfluous  Turkcs, 
May  foon  be  leuied  for  fo  flight  a  taske. 
Ah  Soliman,  whofe  name  hath  fliakt  thy  foes. 
As  withered  leaues  with  Autumn  thrownedowne, 
Fog  not  thy  glory  with  fo  fowle  eclipfe, 
Let  not  thy  Souldiers  found  a  bafe  retire, 
Till  Perfea  ftoope,  and  thou  be  conqueroun 
What  fcandall  were  it  to  thy  mightinefTe, 
After  fo  many  valiant  BafTowes  flaine, 
Whofe  bloud  hath  bin  manured  to  their  earth, 
Whofe  bones  hath  made  their  deepe  waies  paflable, 
To  found  a  homeward,  dull,  and  harfh  retreate, 
Without  a  conqueft,  or  a  mean  reuenge. 
Striue  not  for  Rhodes,  by  letting  Perfea  flip, 
The  ones  a  Lyon  almoft  brought  to  death, 
Whofe  tidn  {hall  counteruaile  the  hunters  toile; 
The  other  is  a  Wafpe  with  threatning  fting, 
Whofe  Hiinny  is  not  worth  the  taking  vp. 

Amu.  Why  Haleb  didd  thou  not  heare  our  brother  fwegre, 
Vpon  the  Alcaron  religioufly: 
That  he  would  make  an  vniverfail  C^mpe 
Of  all  his  fcattered  Legions:  and  dareft  thou 
Infer  a  reafon  why  it  is  not  meete, 
After  his  Highnes  fweares  it  fl>all  be  To, 
Were  it  not  thou  art  m/  fathers  fonne, 
And  ftriuing  kindnes  wreftled  not  with  ire, 
I  would  not  hence,  till  I  had  let  thee  know, 
What  twere  to  thwart  a  Monarchs  holy  oath. 

C  2  Haleb, 
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Haleh.  Why,  his  highnes  gaue  me  leaueto  fpeake  my  will. 
And  farre  from  flattery  I  fpoke  my  hlinde, 
And  did  difcharge  a  faithfull  fubiedte  loue, 
Thou  Arifiippus  like  didft  flatter  him, 
Not  like  my  brother,  or  a  man  of  worth : 
And  for  h»s  highneiTe  vowe,  I  croft  it  not, 
But  gaue  my  cenfure,  as  his  highneiTe  bad. 
Now  for  thy  chaflifement  know  Amuratby 
I  fcorne  them  as  a  retchlelTe  Lion  fcornes, 
The  humming  of  a  Gnat  in  Summers  night, 

Amur.  I  take  it  Haleb  thou  art  friend  to  Rhodes. 

Haleb.  Not  halfe  fo  much  am  I  a  friend  to  Rhodes, 
As  thou  art  enemy  to  thy  Soueraigne; 

Amur.  I  charge  thee  fay  wherein,  or  elfe  by  Mahomet, 
He  hazard  dutie  in  my  Soueraignes  prefence. 

Haleb.  Not  for  thy  threats,  but  for  my  felfe  I  fay, 
It  is  not  meete,  that  one  fo  bafe  as  thou, 
Shouldft  come  about  the  Perfon  of  a  King, 

Soli.  Mufti  giue.aime  to  this  prefumption? 

Amur.  Your  HighneiTe  knowes,  I  fpake  indutious  louc. 

Haleb.  Your  HighneiTe  knowes  I  fpake  at  your  command. 
And  to  the  purpofe,  far  from  flattery. 

Amur;  Thinks  thou  I  flatter,  now  I  flatter  not, 
rhenhekilsfitieb. 

Soli.  What  difmall  Planets  guides  this  fatal]  hower, 
Villaine,  thy  brothers  grones  do  call  for  thee, 

Then  Soliman  kils  Amurath. 
To  wander  with  them  through  eternal!  night. 

Amu.  Oh  Soliman  for  louing  thee  I  die: 

Sol.  No  Amurath,  for^urthering  him  thou  dyeft;  . 
Oh  Haleb  how  fhail  I  begin  to  mpurne, 
Or  how  (hall  I  begin  to  fhed  fait  teares,  . ' 
For  whom  no  wordes^nor  teares  can  well  fuffice  ? 
Ah  that  my  rich  imperial!  JDiade,m, 
Could  fatiffie  thy  cruel  deft  mie  : 
Or  that  a  thoufahd  of  our  Turkilh  foules, 
Or  twenty  thoufand  millions  of  our  foes. 

Could 
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Could  ranfome  thee  from  fell  deaths  tirannie* 
To  win  thy  life,  would  Soliman  be  poore, 
And  Hue  in  feruile  bondage  all  my  dayes, 
Accurfed  Amurath,  that  for  a  worthleffe  caufe,  ; 
In  blood  hath  ftiortened  our  fweet  Halebs  dayes, 
Ah  what  is  dearer  bond  then  brotherhood, 
Yet  Amuraih  thou  wert  my  brother  too, 
If  wilfull  folly  did  not  blinde  mine  eyes, 
I,  I,  and  thou  as  vertuous  as  Haleb, 
And  I  as  deare  to  thee  as  vnto  Haleb, 
And  thou  as  neere  to  me  as  Haleb  was, 
Ah  Amurath:  why  wert  thou  fo  vnkinde  to  him, 
For  vttering  but  a  thwarting  word  ? 
And  Haleb,  why  did  not  thy  harts  counfell, 
Bridle  the  fond  intemperance  of  thy  tongue  ? 
Nay  wretched  Soliman,  why  didft  not  thou 
Withhould  thy  hand,  from  heaping  bloud  on  bloud, 
Might  I  not  better  fpare  one  ioy  then  both, 
If  loue  of  Haleb  for  ft  me  on  to  wrath, 
Curft  be  that  wrath  that  is  the  way  to  death. 
If  iuftice  forft  me  on,  curft  be  that  iuftice 
That  makes  the  brother,  Butcher  of  his  brother. 
Come  Ianifaries,  and  helpe  me  to  lament, 
And  beare  my  ioyes  on  either  fide  me : 
I,  late  my  ioyes,  but  now  my  lafting  forrow, 
Thus,  thus,  let  Soliman  pafle  on  his  way, 
Bearing  in  either  hand  his  hearts  decay.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Loue.  Now  Dtath  and  Fortune  which  of  all  vs  three, 
Hath  in  the  A&ors  fhownc  the  greateft  power* 
Haue  not  I  taught  Erajlus  and  Perfeda, 
By  mutuall  tokens  to  feaj  vp  their  loues?i 

Fortune.  I  but  thofe  tokens,  the  Ring  and  Carkanet, 
Were  Fortunes  gifts,  i.^giues  no  gould  or  iewels, 

Loue.  Why  what  is  iewels,  or  what  is  gould  but  earth, 
An  humor  knit  together  by  compreffion, 
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And  by  the  worlds  bright  eye,  firft  brought  to  light, 

Onely  to  feed  mens  eyes  with  yaine  delight. 

Loues  workes  are  more  then  of  a  mortall  temper, 

I  couple  minds  together  by  cdhfcht, 

WhogaueRhbdes  Princes  to  the  Ciprian Prince:  but  Loue, 

For.  Fortune  that  firft  by  chance  brought  them  together 
For  till  by  Fortune  perfons  meete  each  other, 
Thou  canft  not  teach  their  eyes  to  wound  their  hearts. 

Loue.  I  made  thofe  Knights  of  feuerall  fedtand  countries, 
Each  one  by  armes  to  honor  his  beloued. 

iV.  Nay  one  alone  to  honor  his  beloued, 
The  reft  by-turning"  of  my  tickle  wheele, 
Came  fhort  in  reaching  of  faire  honors  marke : 
I  gaue  Eraftus,oi\z\y  that  dayes  prize, 
A  fweet  renowne,  but  mixt  with  bitter  forrow: 
For  in  conclufioh  of  his  happines, 
I  made  him  Idofe  the  pretious  Carcanet, 
Whereon  depended  all  his  hope  and  ioy. 

Death.  And  more  then  fo :  for  he  that  found  the  chained ' 
Euen  for  that  Chaine  ihall  be'depriued  of  life, 

Loue.  Befides,  Loue  hath  inforft  a  foole, 
The  fond  Bragardo  to  prefume  to  armes. 

For.  I,  but  thou  fetft  how  he  was  ouerthrowne. 
By  Fortunes  highdifpleafure. 

Death.  I  and  bf  Death  had  becne  furprifd, 
If  Fates  had  giuen  ftie  leaiie  ?° 
But  what  I  mift  in  him  and  in  the  reft, 
I  did  accomplilh  on  Haleb  and  Amuratb, 
The  worthy  brethren  of  great  Salman. 
But  wherefore  ftay  we,  let  the  fequele  prooue, 
Who  is  greatdft,  Fortune,  Death,  or  Loue.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Ferdinando  and  Lucina. 
ivK  As  fits  the  time,  fo  how  well  fits  the  place. 
To  coole  affedtibn  with  our  words  and  lookes, 
If  in  our  thoughts  be  femblance  fimpathie. 

Luci.  My  words,  my  lookes,  my  thoughts  are  all  on  thee. ; 

I  J  Fer- 
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Ferdinando  is  Lucinaes  onely  ioy, 

Fer.  What  pledge  thereof? 

Luci.  An  oath,  a  hand,  akifle. 

Ferdi.  O  holy  oath,  faire  hand  and  fugred  kiiTe: 
Oh  \ieuer  may  Ferdinando  lack  fuch  bliffe. 
But  fay  my  deare,  when  (hall  the  gates  of  heauen, 
Stand  all  wide  ope  for  celeftiall  Gods  ? 
With  gladfome  lookes  to  gafe  at  Hymens  robes. 
When  ihall  the  graces,  or  Lucinas  hand, 
With  Rofie  chaplets  deck  my  golden  treffes, 
And  Cupid  bring  me  to  thy  nuptial  1  bed, 
Where  thou  in  joy  and  pleafure  muft  attend, 
A  blifful  war  with  me  thy  chiefeft  friend. 

Luci.  Full  fraught  with  loue,  and  burning  with  defire, 
I  long  haue  longd  for  light  of  Hymens  lights. 

Ferdi.  Then  that  fame  day,  whofe  warme&pleafant  fight 
Brings  in  the  fpring,  with  many  gladfome  flowers, 
Be  our  firft  day  of  ioy  and  perfedt  peace: 
Till  when,  receiue  this  precious  Carcanet, 
In  ligne,  that  as  the  linkes  are  interlaced, 
So  both  our  hearts  are  ftill  combined  in  one, 
Which  neuer  can  be  parted  but  by  death. 

Enter  Bafilifco  and  Perfeda. 

Luci.  And  if  I  Hue  this  lhall  not  be  forgot: 
But  fee  Ferdinando  where  Perfeda  comes, 
Whom  women  loue  for  vertue,  men  for  beauty, 
All  the  world  loues,  none  hates  but  enuy. 

Baf  All  haile  braue  Cauelere:  God  morrow  Madam, 
The  faireft  Ihine  that  (hall  this  day  be  feene, 
Except  Perfedas  beautious  excellence, 
Shame  to  loue&  Queen,  and  Empreffe  of  my  thoughts. 

Ferdi.  Marry  thrife  happy  is  Perfedas  chance, 
Tohauefo  braue  a  champion  to  her  Squire. 

Baf.  Her  fquire:  her  knight,  and  who  fo  elfe  denies, 
Shall  feele  the  rigour  of  my  Sword  and  Launce. 

Ferdi.  O  fir,  not  L 
Luci.  Heereis  nonebutfreinds,yetletmechallengeyou, 
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For  gracing  me  with  a  malignant  ilile, 
That  I  was  faireft,  and  yet  Perfedafayvzr. 
We  Ladie,  (land  vpon  our  beauties  much. 

Per.  Herein  Lucina  let  me  buckler  him. 

Baf.  Not  Mars  himfelfe  had  eare  fo  faire  a  Buckler. 

Per.  Loue  makes  him  blinde, 
And  blinde  can  j  udge  no  colour. 

Luci.  Why  then  the  mends  is  made,  and  we  ftill  friends 

Per.  Still  friends,  ftill  foes,  (hfe  weares  my  Carcanet. 
Ah  falfe  Erajius,  how  am  I  betraid! 

Luci.  What  ailes  you  madam,  that  your  colour  changes 

Per.  A  fudden  qualme,  I  therefore  take  my  leaue. 

Luci.  Weele  bring  you  home. 

Per.  No,  I  (hall  foone  get  home. 

Luci.  Why  then  farewell:  Fernando  lets  away. 

Exeunt  Ferdinandp  and  Lucina. 

Baf.  Say  worlds  bright  ftar, 
Whence  fprings  this  fuddaine  change, 
Is  it  vnkindnes  at  the  little  praife 
I  gaue  Lucina  with  my  glofing  (tile? 

Per.  No,  no,  her  beau  tie  far  furpafieth  mine, 
And  from  my  neck,  her  neck  hath  woone  the  praife. 

Baf.  What  is  it  then,  if  loue  of  this  my  perfon, 
By  fauour  and  by  iuftice  of  the  heauens, 
At  laft  haue  percft  through  thy  tralucent  breft, 
And  thou  mifdoubts  perhaps  that  ile  proue  coye, 
Oh  be  affur'd  tis  far  from  noble  thoughts, 
To  tyrannife  ouer  a  yeelding  foe. 
Therefore  be  blithe,  fweet  loue  abandon  feare, 
I  will  forget  thy  former  crueltie. 

Per.  Ah  falfe  Erafius  full  of  treacherie. 

Baf.  I  alwayes  told  you  that  fuch  coward  knights, 
Were  faithleffe  fwaines  and  worthie  no  refpedt.  . 
But  tell  me  fweete  loue,  what  is  his  offence? 
That  I  with  words  and  flxipes  may  chart  ice  him, 
And  bring  him  bound  for  thee  to  tread  vpon. 

Per.  Now  muft  I  find  the  meanes  to  rid  him  hence.  . 

Go 


of  Soli-man  and  Perfeda. 
Goe  thou  foorthwith  arme  thee  from  top  to  toe, 
And  come  an  houre  hence  vnto  my  lodging. 
Then  will  I  tell  thee  this  offence  at  large, 
And  thou  in  my  behalfe  fhalt  work  reuenge. 

Baf.  I,  thus  fhould  men  of  valour  be  emploide, 
This  is  good  argument  or  thy  true  love. 
I  go,  make  reconing  that  Eraftus  dyes, 
Vnleffe  forewarnd,  the  weakling  coward  flies. 

Exit  Bafilifco, 

Per.  Thou  fool iffa  coward  flies,  Erajlusliues, 
The  faireft  ftiape,  but  fowled  minded  man, 
That  ere  funne  faw  within  our  hemyfpheare, 
My  tongue  to  tell  my  woes  is  all  to  weake. 
I  muft  vncl^fpe  me,  or  my  heart  will  breaker 
But  inward  cares  are  moft  pent  in  with  griefe, 
Vnclafping  therefore  yeelds  me  no  releefe* 
Ah  that  my  moyft  and  cloud  compared  braine, 
Could  fpend  my  cares  in  ftiowers  of  weeping  raine. 
But  fcalding  fighes  like  blafts  of  boifterous  windes, 
Hinder  my  teares  from  falling  on  the  ground, 
And  I  muft  rdye  by  clofure  of  my  wound. 
Ah  falfe  Erajlusy  how  had  I  mifdoone, 
That  thou  fhouldftquit  my  loue  with  fuch  a  fcorne. 

Enter  Eraftus. 
Heere  comes  the  Synon  of  my  heart, 
He  frame  myfelfe  to  his  diffembling  arte. 

Erajl.  Defire  perfwades  me  on,  fearc  puis  me  backe, 
Tufti  I  will  to  her,  innocence  is  bould, 
How  fares  Perfeda  my  fweet  fecond  felfe? 

Per.  Well,  now  Erajlusmy  hearts  onely  ioy, 
Is  come  to  ioyne  both  hearts  in  vnion. 

Erajl.  And  till  I  came  whereas  my  loue  did  dwell 
My  pleafure  was  but  paine,  my  folace  woe. 

Per.  What  loue  rneanes  my  Erajius%  pray  thee  tell? 

Erajl.  Matchleffe  Perfeda,  (he  that  gaue  me  ftreiigth, 
To  win  late  conqueft  from  many  vidtors  hands, 
Thy  name  was  conquerour,  not  my  chiualry : 
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Thy  looks  did  arme  me;  not  my  coate  of  fteele, 
Thy  beauty  did  defend  me,  not  my  force, 

I   Thy  fauours  bore  me,  not  my  light  foote  Steed, 
Therefore  to  thee  I  owe  both  loue  and  life. 
But  wherefore  makes  Perfeda  fuch  a  doubt, 
As  if  Eraftus  could  forget  himfelfe: 
Which  if  I  doe  all  vengeance  light  on  me. 

Per.  Aye  me,  how  graceleffe  are  thefe  wicked  men 
I  can  no  longer  hold  my  patience. 
Ah  howr  thine  eyes  can  forge  alluring  looks, 
Andfaine  deep  oathes  to  wound  poor  (illy  Maides, 
Are  there  no  honeft  drops  in  all  thy  cheekes, 
To  checke  thy  fraudfull  countenance  with  a  blufh? 
Calft  thou  me  loue,  and  loueft  another  better, 
If  heaucns  were  iuft,  thy  teeth  would  teare  thy^tongui 
For  this  thy  periurde  falfe  difloyalty. 
Ifheauens  were  iuft,  men  fhould  haue  open  brefts, 
That  we  therein  might  read  their  guilefull  thoughts. 
If  heauens  were  iuft,  that  power  that  forceth  loue, 
Would  neuer  couple  Wolues  and  Lambes  together. 
Yes,  heauens  are  iuft,  but  thou  art  fo  corrupt, 
That  in  thee,  all  their  influence  doth  change, 
As  in  the  fpider  good  things  turne  to  poifon. 
Ah  falfe  Eraftus  >  how  had  I  mifdone? 
That  thou  Ihouldft  pawne  my  true  affections  pledge, 

.  To  her  whole  worth  will  neuer  equall  mine. 
What,  is  Lucinaes  wealth  exceeding  mine? 
Yet  mine  fufficient  to  encounter  thine. 
Is  (he  more  faire  then  I?  thata  not  my  fault, 
Nor  her  defart  rwhats  beauty  but  a  biaft? 
Soone  cropt  with  age,  or  with  infirmities. 
Is  ihe  more  wife?  her  yeeres  are  more  then  mine, 
What  ere  fhe  be,  my  loue  was  more  than  hers, 
And  for  her  chaftity  let  others  iudge. 
But  what  talke  lof  her?  thefault  is  thine. 
If  I  were  fo  difgratious  in  thine  eye, 
That  flie  muft  needes  inioy  my  intereft. 


of  S oilman  and  Perfeda. 
Why  didft  thou  deck  her  with  my  ornament? 
Could  nothing  ferue  her  but  the  Carcanet, 
Which  as  my  life  I  gajue  to  thee  in  charge? 
Couldft  thou  abufe  my  true  fimplicitie, 
Whtife  greateft  fault  was  ouer  louing  thee? 
He  keepe  no  tokens  of  thy  periury, 
Heeregiue  her  this  Perfeda  now  is  free, 
And  all  my  former  loue  is  turnd  to  hate. 

Erqft.  Ah  ftay  my  fweete  Perfeda  heare  me  fpeake. 
Per.  What  are  thy  words?  but  Syrens  guilefull  fongs : 
That  pleafe  the  eare,  but  feeke  to  fpoile  the  heart. 
Eraji.  Then  view  my  teares,  that  plead  for  innocence. 
Per.  What  are  thy  teares  ?  but  Circes  magike  feas, 
Where  none  fcape  wrackt,  but  blindfould  Marriners. 

Erafl.  If  words  &■  teares  difpleafe  then  view  my  look.es. 
That  plead  for  mercy  at  thy  rigorous  hands, 

Per.  What  are  thy  lookes?  but  like  the  Cockatrice, 
That  feekes  to  wound  poore  filly  paflengers. 

Erqft.  If  words,  nor  teares,  nor  lookes,  may  win  remorfe, 
What  then  remaines?  for  my  perplexed  heart 
Hath  nq  interpreters  but  wordes,  or  teares,  or  lookes. 
Perfe.  And  they  are  all  as  falfe  as  thou  thy  felfe. 

Exit  Perfeda.  J 
Erqft.  Hard  doome  of  death  before  my  cafe  be  knpwne, 
My  iudge  vniuft,  and  yet  I  cannot  blame  her, 
Since  Loueand  iealpufie  mifled  her  thus, 
Myfelfe  in  fault,  and  yet  not  worth ie  blame, 
Becaufe  that  Fortune  niade  the  fault,  not  Loue. 
The  ground  of  her  vnkindnes  growes,  becaufe  I  loft 
The  pretious  Carcanet  ihe  gaue  to  me : 
Lucina  hath  it,  as  her  words  import, 
But  how  ftie  got  it,  heauen  knows,  not  I, 
Yet  this  is  fpme  ^leagement  to  my  forrow, 
That  if  I       but  gejt  the  Chaine  againe, 
I  bouldly  then  fhall  let  Perfeda  know, 
That  (he  hath  wrongd  Kraft  us  and  her  frend ; 
Ah  Loue,  and  if  thou  beeft  of  heauenly  power, 
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Infpire  me  with  fome  prefent  ftratagem, 
It  muft  be  fo,  Lucinas  a  franke  Gaimfter, 
And  like  it  is,  in  play  fheele  hazard  it, 
For  if  report  but  blafen  her  aright, 
Shees  a  franke  gaimfter,  and  inclinde  to  play.  Ho  Piftoni 
EnterPifton. 

Pijl.  Heere  fir,  what  would  you  with  me? 

Era.  Defire  Guelpio  &  fignior  Julio  come  fpeake  with  me, 
And  bid  them  bring  fome  ftore  of  crownes  with  them, 
And  firra,  prouide  me  foure  Vifards, 
Foure  Gownes,  a  boxe,  and  a  Drum, 
For  I  intend  to  go  in  mummery. 

Pift.  i  will  fir.  £#/7Pifton. 

Erajl.  Ah  vertjjous  Lampes  of  euer  turning  hcauens, 
Incline  her  minde  to  play,  and  mine  to  win, 
Nor  do  I  couet  but  what  is  mine  owne, 
Then  {hall  I  let  Perfeda  vnderftand, 
How  iealoufie  had  armd  her  tongue  with  malice* 
Ah  were  fhe  not  Perfeda  whom  my  heart, 
No  more  can  flie,  then  iron  can  Adamant, 
Her  late  vnkindnes  would  haue  changed  my  minde. 
Enter  Guelpio  andluWo  and  Pifton. 

Guelp.  How  now Eraftus,  wherein  may  wepleafure  thee? 

Erajl.  Sirs  thus  it  is,  we  muft  to  rnummerie, 
Vnto  Lucina,  neither  for  loue  nor  hate. 
But  if  we  can,  to  win  the  chaine  (he  weares, 
For  though  I  haue  fome  intereft  therein, 
Fortune  may  make  me  maifter  of  mine  owne, 
Rather  than  ile  feeke  iuftice  gainft  the  Dame, 
But  this  allure  your  felues  it  muft  be  mine, 
Be  game,  or  change,  by  one  deuife  or  other: 
The  reft  ile  tell  you  when  our  fport  is  doone. 

Julio.  Why  then  lets  make  vs  ready  and  about  it. 

Erajl.  What  ftore  of  Ctownes  haue  you  brought? 

Guel.  Feare  not  for  money  man,  ile  beare  the  Boxe, 

Julio.  I  haue  fome  little  reply,  if  neede  require. 

Pift.i  buf  heare  yau  Maifter,  was  not  he  a  foale, 
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That  went  tolhoote,  and  left  his  arrowes  behinde  him. 
Irafi.  YeS,  but  what  of  that? 
Pifi.  Mary  that  you  may  loofe  your  money, 
And  o-o  without'th^tfhaine,  vnlelfe  you  carry  falfe  dice. 
Gto/.'Afaa  thefoole  fays  true,  lets  haue  fome  got. 
Pift.  Nay  I  vfe  not  to  go  without  a  pair  of  falfe  Dice, 
Heere  are  tall  meri  and  little  men. 
'  Iulio.  Hie  men  m&  low  men  thou  woiildft  fay. 

Era/}.  Come'firs  Jetsgo/Drumfler  pray  forme, 
And  ile  reward  thee :  andfirta  Pifton, 
Mar  not  our  fport  with  your  foolery. 
Pift.  I  warrant  yob  firv  they  get  noc  one  wife  word  of  me. 

i  Sound  up  tht  Brum  to  Luciftaes  doore, 
ExferLucinz. 
Luci.  I  marrie,  this* fliowes  that  Charleman  is  come, 
What  lhall  w^  play -heere  ?  content, 
Since  Signior  Ferdinand  will  haue  it  fo. 

Then  they  p lay  and  when  jbe  hath  loft  hergo/d>$iv2LRus 
point eth  to  her  ^bawe>  and  thenjhc /aid : 
[  were  it  Ueopatrqes  vnion ; 

Then  Eraftus  wiMftbthe  Chaine,  and  laofeth  hisgould. 
And  Lucin&jft/W; 
Signior  Ffrnando*  I  am  fure ti&  you, 
fVnd  Gentlemen,  vnmalktf  fcre  you  depart, 
That  I  may  know  ta^h^^y  thank es  is  due, 
For  this  fo  courteous  and  vnleokt  for  fptort: 
So  wilt  not  be,  thetffup'with  me  to  morro'W, 
Well  then  ile  loofcefor?  you,: till  then  farewell; 

Exit  Lucina* 

Eraft.  Gentlemen*  sach  thing  hath  forted  to  our  wifh, 
5hee  tooke  me  for  Fernando, <xr&irkt  you  that : 
If  our  gould  lhall  be  repiftte  ^Mth  double  thankes, 
\nd  fellow  Drumflef,  ifeit€^aVd  you  well; 
Pijl.  But  is  there  no  rfcWatd  for rttiy  falft  dice? 
Erajl*  Ye*     Wgartted  lute  fw>m  top  id  tde<> 

JSfl/^rFe&iiiandb. 
f mfo  Dafitflr*  ^  chairie, 
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Falfe  tretcher,  lay  downe  the  chaine  that.thou  haft  ftole, 
Erajl.  He  lewdly  lyes  that  Cals  me  treacherous. 
Fern.  That  lye  my  weapon  fhall  put  down  thy  thjoate. 

Then  Eraftus Jlaies  Ferdina^do. 

Iulio.  Flie  Eraftus,  ere  the  Gouernour  haue  any  newes;  • 
Whofe  rieere  alye  he  was,  and  cheefedelight. 

Erajl.  Nay  Gentlemen,  flye  you  and  fave  your  felines,  | 
Leaft  you  pertake  the  hardnefs  of  my  fortune. 

Exeunt  Guelpio  and  Iulio. 
Ah  fickle  and  blind  guidreffe  of  the  world, 
What  pleafure  haft  thou- in  my  miferie  ? 
Waft  not  enough  when  I  had  loft  the  Chaine, 
Thou  dift  bereaue  me  of  my  deareft  loue, 
But  now  when  I  fhould  repoflefte  the  feme, 
To  crofs  me  with  this  haplefle  acced'ent : 
Ah  if  but  time  and  place  would  giue  me  leauc,  ! 
Great  eafe  it  were  for  me  to  purge  my  felfe, 
And  t6  accufefell  Fortune,  Loue  and  Death* 
For  all  thefe  three  tonfpire  ipy  tragedie. 
But  danger  waites  vpon  my  words  ^nd  fteps, 
I  dare  not  ftay,  for  if  the  Gouerrtour 
Surprife  me  heere,  I  dye  by  marftiall  law, 
Therefore  I  go.  But  whether  ftlall  I  go? 
If  into  any  ftay  ad i oy nin g  Rh od. §s s >i \ v muv  ^nsnultn^O-ba 
They  will  betray  me  to  Phytipp&s  \ 
For  loue,  or  gaine,  or  flatterie. 

To  Turkie  mujl  1  goe,  the  paffage  ihorty  r   t     iGn  lliw  o 
The  people  warlike,  and, the  king  renownd, 
For  all  heroyicall  and  kingly  vertues. 
Ah  hard  attempt,  to  tempt  a  foe  for  ayde, 
Neceffitie  yet  fays  it  muft  be  fo,  , 
Or  fuffer  death  fpr  Ftrdina,ndft&&ih%, 
Whom  honors  tiflp  forft  me  tp  naifdp?j  r 
By  checking  bis  putragious  infolenceou  wis  **  jjH  . 
Pifton,  heere  take  this  chaine,  and  giue4 \tx®R#rft$a% 
And  let  her  know  what  hath  befallen  me.  % 
VVhen  tho^ft  deliuered  i^  S 
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I  will  be  in  Conftantinople. 
Farewell  my  country  dearer  then  life; 
Farewell  deaVe  friends,  dearer  then  countrcy  foylef 
Farewell  Perfeda^  deareft  of  them  all, 
Dearer  to  me,  then  all  the  world  befides. 

Exit  Eraftus. 
Pijl.  Now  am  I  growing  into  a  doubtful  agony, 
What  I  were  beft  to  doe,  to  run  away  with  this  Chaine, 
Or  deliuer  it,  and  follow  my  Maifter. 
If  I  deliuerit  and  follow  my  maifter,  I  fhall  haue  thankes, 
But  they  will  make  me  neuer  the  fatter, 
If  I  run  away  with  it,  I  may  Hue  vpon  credit, 
All  the  while  I  vveare  this  chaine, 
Or  dpminere  with  the  money  when  I  haue  fold  it, 
Hitherto  all  goes  well,  but  if  I  be  taken, 
I  marry  fir,  then  the  cafe  is  altered,  I  and  haltered  to, 
Of  all  things  I  doe  not  loue  to  preach 
With  a  haulter  about  my  necke : 
Therefore  for  this  once;  lie  be  honeft  againft  my  will, 
Perfeda  fhall  haue  it,  but  before  I  goe,  He  be  fo  bolde  : 
as  todiue  into  the  Gentlemans  pocket,  for  good  luck  fakei 
If  he  deny  me  not :  how  fay  you  fir,  are  you  content? 
a  plain  cafe,  §{ui  facet  confitiri  videtur. 

Enter  Phylippo^WIulio. 

Iulio.  See  where  his  body  lyes. 

Philips  I,  I,  I  fee  his  body  all  to  foone, 
What  barbarpus  villaine  ift  that  rifles  him. 
Ah  Ferdinando,  the  ftay  of  my  olde  age, 
And  chiefe  remainder  of  our  progeny* 
Ah  louing  cofen  how  art  thou  mifdone, 
By  falfe  Eraftus,  ah  no  by  trechery, 
For  well  thy  valour  hath  been  dften  tride,: 
But  while  I  ftand  and  weep,  and  fpend  the  time, 
In  fruitlelTe  plaintes,  the  murtherer  will  efcape, 
Without  reuenge,  fole  falue  for  fuch  a  fore. 
Say  villaine  wherefore  didft'  thou  rifle  him? 


cTh  e  T r  age  die 

Pift.  Faith  fir  for  pure  good  will. 
Seeing  he  was  going  towards^heauen, 
I  thought  to  fee,  if  he  had  a  pafport  to  S.  Nicholas  or  no. 

Phil.  Some  for  he  jfeems  to  be,  twerepjtty  to  hurt  him: 
Sirra  canft  thou  tell  who  flew  thisrfiah? 

Pift.  I  fir  very  well,  it  was  my  maijfter  Erqftus. 

Phil.  Thy  maifter,  and  whether  is  he  gone  now? 

Pift.  To  fetch,  the  Sexton  to  bury  him  I  thinke. 

Phil.  Twere  pitty  to  imprifoa  fueh  a  fot. 

Pift.  Now  it  fits  my  wifdome  to  counterfeit  the  foole. 

Phil.  Cortie  hethter  firra  thou  knoweft  me 
For  the  Gouej-nourof  theCitty,  dolt  thou  not? 

Pift.  I  forfooth  fir. 

Phil.  Thou  art  a  bondman,  and  wouldft  fatne  be  free? 
Pift.  I  forfooth.fir. 

Phil,  Then  doe  but  this^and  I  will  make  theefree, 
And  rich  withall,  learne  where  Eraftus  is, 
And  bring  me  word,  and  He  reward  thee  well. 

Pift. Thzit  l  will  fir,I  flial  findeybuat  theCaftle,  {hall  I  not 

Phil.  Yes. 

Pift.  W  hy  Uebeheere,  as  foon  as  ever  I  come  again. 

Exit  Pi  (ton. 
Phil.  But  for  Aflurance  that  he  may  not  fcapc, 
Weele  lay  the  ports  and  hauens  round  about, 
And  let  proclamation  ftraight  be  made, 
That  he  that  can  bring  forth  the  murtherer, 
Shall  have  three  thoufand  Duckets  for  his  paine, 
My  felfe  will  fee  the  body iborne  from  hence, 
And  honored  with  Balme  and  furierall.  Exit. 
Enter  Piiton. 
Pift.  God  fends  fortune  to  fooles, 
Did  y  ou  ever  fee  wife  rpm  efbape  as  I  haue  done* 
I  muft  betray  my  mafter:  I  but  when  can  you  tell? 

Enter  Perfeda. 
See  where  Perfeda,  comes  to  faue  me  a  labour, 
After  my  moft  harty  commendations, 
This  is  to  let  yon  vriderftand, 
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That  my  maifter  was  in  good  health  at  the  fending  thereof. 
Yours  for  euer  and  euer  and  euer, 
In  mod  humble  wife  Pijlon. 

Then  he  deliuereth  her  the  chaine. 

Per.  This  makes  me  thinke  that  I  haue  been  to  cruell, 
Howgot  he  thisfromof  Lucinas  arme? 

Pift.  Faith  in  a  mummery,  and  a  pair  of  falfe  dice, 
I  was  one  of  the  mummers  my  felfe,  fimple  as  I  ftand  here* 

Per.  I  rather  thinke  it  coft  him  very  deare. 

Pijl.  I  fo  it  did,  for  it  coft  Ferdinando  his  life. 

Per.  How  fo  ? 

Pift.  After  we  had  got  the  chaine  in  mummery,  t 
And  Jbft  our  box  in  counter  cambio, 
My  maifter  wore  the  chaine  about  his  necke, 
Then  Ferdinando  met  vs  on  the  way, 
And  reuil'd  my  maifter,  faying  he  ftole  the  chaine, 
With  that  they  drew,  &  there  Ferdinando  had  the  prickado. 

Per.  And  whether  fled  my  poore  Erajlus  then? 

Pift.  To  Conjlanttnople  whether  I  muft  follow  him, 
But  ere  he  went,  with  many  fighes and  teares, 
He  deliuered  me  the  chaine,  and  bad  me  giue  it  you,  I 
For  perfect  argument  that  he  was  true, 
And  you  too  credulous. 

Per.  Ah  ftay,  no  more,  for  I  can  heere  no  more, 

Pift.  And  1  can  fing  no  more. 

Per.  My  heart  had  arrn'd  my  tongue  with  iniury, 
To  wrong  my  friend,  whofe  thoughts  were  euer  true, 
Ah  poore  Erajlus  how  thy  ftarres  mating: 
Thou  great  commander  of  the  fwift  wingd  winds, 
And  dreadful  Neptune  bring  him  backe  againe, 
But  Eolus  and  Neptune  let  him  go, 
For  heere  is  nothing  but  reuenge  and  death, 
Then  let  him  go,  ile  fliortly  follow  him, 
Not  with  flow  failes,  but  with  louesgoulden  wings, 
My  fhip  fhall  be  borne  with  teares,  and  blowne  with  fighs, 
So  will  I  foare  about  the  Turkifli  land, 
Vntill  I  meete  Erajlus  my  fweete  friend. 

E  And 
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And  then  and  there,  fall  downe  amid  his  armes, 
And  in  his  bofom  there  power  foorth  my  foule, 
For  fatiffadtion  of  my  trefpafle  paft. 

Enter  Bafilifco  armde. 
Baf  Faire  Loue,  according  vnto  thy  command, 
I  feeke  Erajlus  and  will  combat  him. 

Per.  I  feeke  him,  finde  him,  bring  him  to  my  fight, 
For  till  we  meete,  my  hart  (hall  want  delight. 

rEx/VPerfeda. 

Baft.  My  petty  fellow,  where  haft  thou  hid  thy  maifter 
Fiji.  Marrie  fir  in  an  Armorours  fhop, 
Where  you  had  not  beftgo  to  him. 

Baf.  Why  fo,  I  am  in  honor  bound  to  combat  him. 
Pift.  I  fir,  but  he  knowing  your  fierce  conditions, 
Hath  planted  a  double  cannon  in  the  doore, 
Ready  to  difcharge  it  vpon  you,  when  you  go  by, 
I  tell  you  for  pure  good  will. 

Baf.  In  Knightly  curtefie,  I  thanke  thee, 
But  hopes  the  coyftrell  to  efcape  me  fo, 
Thinkes  he  bare  cannon  {hot  can  keep  be  back : 
Why  wherfore  ferves  my  targe  of  proofe,  but  for  the  bullet; 
That  once  put  by,  I  roughly  come  vpon  him, 
Like  to  the  wings  of  lightning  from  abpue, 
I  with  a  martiall  look  aftonifh  him, 
Then  fals  he  downe  poore  wretch  vpon  his  knee. 
And  all  to  late,  repents  his  furquedry. 
Then  do  I  take  him  on  my  fingers  point, 
And  thus  I  beare  him  through  euery  ftreete, 
To  be  a  laughing  ftock  to  all  the  towne : 
That  done,  I  lay  him  at  my  miftreffe  feete, 
For  her  to  give  him  doom  of  life  or  death. 

Pijl.  I  but  heere  you  fir,  I  am  bound 
In  paine  of  my  maifters  difpleafure, 
To  haue  about  at  cufFes,  afore  you  and  I  part. 

Baf  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Eagles  are  chalenged  by  paltry  flyes, 
Thy  folly  giues  thee  priuiledge,  begon,  begon% 

P/y?.No,nofir,I  rnufthaueabout  with  you  fir,  thats  flat, 
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Leafl  my  maifter  turne  me  out  of  feruice. 
Baft.  Why,  art  thou  wearie  of  thy  life  ? 
Pif  No  by  my  faith.fiF. 

Baf.  Then  fetch  thy  weapons,  and  with  my  fingle  fill, 
He  combat  thee,  my  body  all  vnarmd. 

Pif.  Why  lend  me  thine,  and  faue  me  a  labour* 

Baf  I  tell  thee,  if  Alcides  liued  this  day, 
He  could  not  wield  my  weapon. 

Pijl.  Why  wilt  thou  Hay  till  I  come  againe? 

Baf.  I  vpon  my  honour. 

Pift.  That  (hall  be  when  I  come  from  Turkey,   Exit  Pill, 

Baf  Is  this  little  defperate  fellow  gon, 
DoubtlefTe  he  is  a  very  tall  fellow, 
And  yet  it  were  a  difgrace  to  all  my  chiualrie, 
To  combate  one  fo  bafe : 

He  fend  fome  Crane  to  combate  with  the  Pigmew, 

Not  that  I  feare,  but  that  Ifcorne  to  fight.  JEtf/VBafilif. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Loue.  Fortune  thou  madeft  Fernando  finde  the  chaine, 
But  yet  by  Loues inftru&ion  he  was  taught, 
To  make  a  prefent  of  it  to  his  Miftris. 

For.  But  Fortune  would  not  let  her  keepe  it  long. 

Ztf#e,Nay  rather  Loue,  by  whofe  fuggifted  power, 
Erajius  vfde  fuch  dice,  as  being  falfe, 
Ran  not  by  Fortune,  but  neceflitie. 

For.  Meanetime  I  brought  Fernando  on  the  way, 
To  fee  and  chalenge  what  Lucina  loft. 

Death.  And  by  that  chalenge  I  abridgd  his  life, 
And  forft  Erajius  into  banilhment, 
Parting  him  from  his  loue,  in  fpight  of  Loue. 

Loue.  But  with  my  goulden  wings  iie  follow  him, 
And  giue  him  aide  and  fuccour  indiftrefle. 

For.  And  doubt  not  to,  but  Fortune  will  be  there, 
And  crofle  him  too,  and  fometimes  flatter  him, 
And  lift  him  vp,  and  throw  him  downe againe. 

Death.  And  heere,  an^  there  in  aipbufl)  Death  will  (land. 

E  2  To 
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To  mar,  what  Loue  or  Fortune  takes  in  hand.  Exeunt. 

^     \  - '  ^  ■■  ■        ".  :.  '  :\  ■'    ' ■    C\  iV\ 

Enter  Solyman  and  Brufor,  with  lanifaries. 

Soli.  How  long  fhall  Solyman  fpend  his  time, 
And  wafte  his  dayes  in  fruitleffeobfequies? 
Perhaps  my  greefe  and  long  continuall  moane, 
Ads  but  a  trouble  to  my  brothers  ghoafts, 
Which  but  for  me  would  now  haue  tooke  their  reft. 
Then  farewell  forrow,  and  now  reuenge  draw  neere. 
In  controuerfie  touching  the  He  of  Rhodes, 
My  brothers  dyde,  on  Rhodes  ile  be  reuengd. 
Now  tell  me  Brufor %  whats  the  newes  at  Rhodes?  - 
Hath  the  yong  prince  of  Cipris  married 
Cornelia^  daughter  to  the  Gouernour. 

Bru.  He  hath  my  Lord,  with  the  greateft  pompe, 
That  ere  I  faw  at  fuch  a  feftiuall. 

Soli.  What  greater  then  at  our  coronation? 

Bru.  Inferiour  to  that  onely. 

Soli.  At  tilt,  who  woone  the  honor  of  the  day? 

Bru.  A  worthy  Knight  of  Rhodes,  a  matchlefie  man, 
His  name  Eraftus,  not  twentie  yeares  of  age, 
Not  tall,  but  well  proportioned  in  his  lims. 
I  neuer  faw,  except  your  excellence, 
A  man  whofe  prcfence  more  delighted  me, 
And  had  he  worfliipt  Mahomet  for  Chrift, 
He  might  haue  borne  me  through  out  all  the  world, 
So  well  I  loued  and  honoured  the  man. 

Soli.  Thefe  praifes  Brufor  touch  me  to  the  heart, 
And  makes  rtie  wifti  that  I  had  been  at  Rhodes, 
Vnder  the  habit  of  fome  errant  knight, 
Both  to  haue  feene  and  tride  his  valour. 

Bru.  You  Ihould  haue  feenehim  foileand  ouerthrow, 
All  the  Knights  that  there  incountred  him. 

Soli.  What  ere  he  be,  euen  for  his  vertues  fake, 
I  wifti  that  fortune  of  our  holy  wars, 
Would  yeeld  him  prifoner  vnto  Soliman  : 
That  for  retaining  ofte  vertuous, 
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•  We  may  ourfelues  be  famd  for  vertues. 
But  let  him  paffe,  and  Brufor -tell  me  now, 
How  did  the  Cbriftians  vfe  our  Knights  ? 

Bru.  As  if  thafwe  and  they  had  been  on  Cc&. 

Soli.  What  thinkft  thou  of  their  valour  and  demeanor? 

Bru.  Braue  men  at  armes,  and  friendly  out  of  armes, 
Courteous  in  peace,in  battle  dangerous, 
Kinde  to  their  foes,  and  liberal  1  to  their  friends; 
And  all  in  all,  theirdeedes  heroicail. 

Soli.  Then  rell  me  Brufor y  how  is  Rhodes  fenft, 
Foreyther  Rhodes  fhall  be  braue  Solimans> 
Or  coft  me  more  braue  Soiildiers 
Then  all  that  lie  will  beare. 

Bru.  Their  fleete  is  weake: 
Their  horfe,  I  deemetbem  fiftie  thoufand  ftrong, 
Their  footmen  more,  well  exercifed  in  war, 
And  as  it  feemes,  they  want  no  needful  vittaile. 

Soli.  How  euer  Rhodes  be  fenft  by  fea  or  land, 
It  eyther  fhall  be  mine,  or  burie  me. 

Enter  Erzftus. 
Whats  he  that  thus  bouldly  enters  in? 
His  habite  argues  him  a  Chriftian. 

Erajl.  I  worthy  Lord,  a  forlorne  Chriftian. 

Soli.  Tell  me  man  what  madnes  brought  thehether? 

Erajl.  Thy  vertuous  fame,  and  mineowne  miferie. 

Soli.  What  miferie?  fpeake,  for  though  you  Cbriftians, 
Account  our  Turkifti  race  buc  barbarous, 
Yet  have  we  eares  to  heare  a  iuft  complaint, 
And  iuftice  to  defend  the  innocent, 
And  pitie  to  fuch,as  are  in  pouertie, 
And  liberall hands  to  fuch  as  merit  bountie. 

Bru.  My  gratious  Soueraigne,  as  this  Knight, 
Se'emes  by  greefe  tyed  to  filence, 
So  his  defert  binds  me  to  fpeake  for  him. 
This  is  Eraftus  the  Rhodian  worthie, 
The  flower  of  chiuajrie  and  curtcfie.... 

Sol,  Is  this  the  man  that  thou  haft  fo  .dcfcrib.de? 

E  3  Stand 
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Stand  vp  faire  Knight,  that  what  my  heart  defires,    i  ni 
Mine  eyes  may  view  with  pleafure  and  delight,        i  I 
This  face  of  thine  fhould  harbour  no  deceit. 
Erqftus,  ile  not  yet  vrge  to  know  the  caufe, 
That  brought  thee  hether, 

Leaft  with  the  difcourfe,  thou  fhouldft  afflidt  thy  felfe, 

And  croffe  the  fulnes  of  my  ioyful  paflion.  \ 

But  that  we  are  aflurde, 

Heauens  brought  thee  hether  for  our  benefit. 

Know  thou  that  Rhodes,  nor  all  that  Rhodes  containes, 

Shall  win  thee  from  thefideof  Soliman% 

If  we  but  finde  thee  well  inclinde  to  vs. 

Erajl.  If  any  ignoble  or  dilhonourable  thoughts, 
Should  dare  attempt,  or  but  creepe  neere  my  heart : 
Honour  fhould  force  difdaine  to  roote  itout, 
As  ayre  bred  Eagles,  if  they  once  perceiue, 
That  any  of  their  broode  but  clofe  their  fight, 
When  they  fhould  gafe  againft  the  glorious  Sunne, 
They  ftraight  way  feafe  vpon  him  with  their  talents, 
That  on  the  earth  it  may  vntimely  die, 
For  looking  but  a  fcue  at  heauens  bright  eye. 

Soli.  ErqftuSy  to  make  thee  well  affurde, 
How  well  thy  fpeach  and  prefents  liketh  vs, 
Aske  what  thou  wilt,  it  fhall  be  granted  thee. 

Erajl.  Then  this  my  gratious  Lord  is  all  I  craue, 
That  being  banifht  from  my  natiue  foile, 
I  may  haue  libertie  to  liue  a  Chriftian. 

Soli.  I  that,  or  any  thing  thou  fhalt  delire> 
Thou  fhalt  be  Captaineof  ourlanifaries, 
And  in  our  counfell  flialt  thou  fit  with  vs, 
And  be  great  Solimans  adopted  friend. 

Eraft. .The  leaft  of  thefe  furpafle  my  beft  defart, 
Vnlefie  true  loyaltie  may  feeme  defart. 

Soli.  Eraflus,  now  thou  haft  obtaind  thy  boone, 
Denie  not  Soliman  his  owne  requeft : 
A  vertuous  enuie  pricks  me  with  defire, 
To  trie  thy  valour,  fay  art  thou  content  ? 

Erajl. 
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Eraji.  I,  if  my  foueraigne  fay  content,  I  yceld. 

Soli.  Then  giue  vs  Swordes  and  Targers, 
And  now  Erajlus  thinke  thee  mine  enemy, 
But  euer  after  thy  continuall  friend, 
And  fpare  me  not  for  then  thou  wrongft  my  honour. 

Then  they  fight*  and  Eraftus  ouer  comes  Solyman. 
Nay,  nay  Eraftus,  throw  not  downe  thy  weapons, 
As  if  thy  force  did  faile,  it  is  enough 
That  thou  haft  conquered  Soliman  by  ftrength, 
By  curtefie  let  Soliman  conquer  thee. 
And  now  from  armes,  to  counfell  fit  thee  downe, 
Before  thy  coming  I  vowd  to  conquer  Rhodes, 
Say  wilt  thou  be  our  Lieutenant  there, 
And  further  vs  in  manage  of  thefe  wars? 

Eraji.  My  gracious  Soueraigne,  without  prefumption, 
If  poore  Eraftus  may  once  more  intreate, 
JUet  not  great  Solimans  commaund, 
To  whofe  beheft  I  vow  obedience, 
Inforce  me  Iheath  my  flaughtering  blade, 
In  the  deare  bowels  of  my  countrymen: 
And  were  it  not  that  Soliman  hath  fworne, 
My  teares  (hould  plead  for  pardon  in  that  place: 
Ifpeakenotthis  to  flirinkeaway  forfeare, 
Or  hide  my  head  in  time  of  dangerous  ftormes, 
Imploy  me  elfe  where  in  thy  forraine  wars, 
Againft  the  Perfians  or  the  barbarous  Moore, 
Eraftus  will  be  formoft  in  the  battaile. 

Soli.  Why  fauourft  thou  thy  countrymen  fo  much, 
By  whofe  cruelty  thou  art  exilde? 

Eraji.  Tis  not  my  countrey,  but  Philippos  wrath. 
It  muft  betoulde,  for  Ferdinandos  death, 
Whom  I  in  honors  caufe  haue  reft  of  life. 

Soli.  Nor  fufFer  this  or  that  to  trouble  thee, 
Thou  (halt  not  need  Philippo  nor  his  lie, 
Nor  {halt  thou  war  againft  thy  Countrymen. 
I  like  thy  vertue  ia  refufing  it, 
Put  that  our  oath  may  haue  his  currant  courfe, 
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Brufor  goe  leuie  men, 

Prepare  a  fleete  td  aflault  and  conquer  Rhodes, 
Meane  time  Eraji  us  and  I  willftrne, 
By  mutuall  kindenes  td  excel!  each  other, 
Brufor  be gon,  and  fee  hot  Solimany 

Till  thou haftbrought Rhodes  infubie£Hon,     jE,*//  Brufor, 
And  now  Eraftus  come  and  follow  me,  ! 
Where  thou  fhalt  fee  what  pleafures  and  wfoat  fports, 
My  Minions  and  my  Euenukes  can  deuife, 
To  driue  aw?ay  this  melancholy  moode.        Exit  Soliman* 
EnterPifton. 

Pift,  Oh  maifter  fee  where!  am. 

Eraji.  Say  Pi/ion  whats  the  newes  at  Rhodes? 

Piji.  Coldeand  comfortles  for  you, 
Will  you  haue  them  all  at  once? 

Eraji  us.  I. 

Pift.  Why  the  Gouernour  will  hang  you  and  he  catch  you. 
Ferdinando  is  buried,  your  friends  commend  them  to  you, 
Perfeda  hath  the  chaine,  and  \%  like  to  dye  for  forrow. 

Eraji.  I  thats  the  griefe,  that  we  are  parted  thus. 
Come  follow  me  and  I  will  heare  the  reft, 
For  now  I  muft  attend  the  Emperour.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Perfeda,  Lucina  ^i/  Bafilifco. 

Per.  Accurfed  chaine,  vnfortunate  Perjedd. 

Lu.  Accurfed  chaine,  vnfortunate  Lucina. 
My  friend  is  gone  and  I  am  defolate. 

Per.  My  friend  is  gone  and  I  am  defolate,  * 
Returne  him  backfaire  fiarres  or  let  me  dye. 

Luci.  Returne  him  backe  fair  heauens,  or  let  me  dye, 
For  what  was  he  but  comfort  of  my  life? 

Per.  For  what  was  he  but  comfort  of  my  life? 
But  why  was  I  fo  carefull  of  the  Chai  ne. 

Luci.  But  why  was  I  fo  careleffe  of  the  Chaine, 
Had  I  not  loft  it,  my  friend  had  not  been  flaine. 

Per.  Had  I  not  askt  it,  my  fr&nd  had  not  departed, 
His  parting  is  my  death. 

Lucil 
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Luci.  His  deaths  my  Hues  dep  ir  i  g, 
And  hen:  mv  tongue  dooth  (lay  with  fwolne  hearts greefe. 
Per.  And  heremvfwolne  'arts  greef  dothftay  my  tongue 
Baf.  For  whom  weepe  you? 
Luci.  Ah,  for  Fernandas  dying. 
Baf  For  whom  mourne  you? 
j£    Ter  Ah  for  Erajlus  flying. 

Baf.  Why  Lady  is  not  Bafihfco  here? 
:  Why  Lady  100th  not  Bafilifco  hue? 
Am  not  I  worth  both  thefefor  whom  you  mourne? 
Then  take  each  one  halfe  of  me,  and  ceafe  to  weepe1 
Or  if  you  gladly  would  inioy  me  both, 
He  ferue  the  one  by  day,  the  other  by  night, 
And  I  will  pay  you  both  your  found  delight. 

Luci.  Ah  how  vnpleafant  is  mirth  to  melancholy; 
Per.  My  heart  is  full,  I  cannot  laugh  at  follie. 

Exeunt  Ladies. 
Baf.  See,  fee,  Lucina  hates  me  like  a  Toade, 
Becaufe  that  when  Erajlus  fpakemy  name, 
Her  loue  Fernando  dyed  at  the  fame, 
-So  dreadfull  is  our  name  to  <  owardice. 
On  the  other  fide,  Perfeda  takes  it  vnkindly, 
That  ere  he  went  I  brought  not  bound  vino  her, 
Erajlus,  that  faint  hearted  run  away  : 
Alafte  how  could  I,  for  his  man  no  fooner 
Informd  him,  that  I  fought  him  vp  and  dbwne, 
But  he  was  gone  in  twinckling  of  an  eye: 
But  1  will  after  my  dehtious  loue, 
For  well  I  wot,  though  fhe  defemble  thus, 
And  cloake  affedtion  with  her  modeftie, 
With  loue  of  me  her  thoughts  are  cuer  gone, 
More  then  was  Pbillis  with  her  Demophon.  Exit. 
Enter  Philippo,  the  Prince  of  Cipris,  with 
other  Souldiers. 
Phil.  Braue  prince  ot  Cipris,  and  our  fonne  in  law. 
Now  there  is  lit;  le  time  to  ftand  and  talke, 
The  Turkes  haue  paft  our  Galiies  and  are  landed, 
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You  with  fome  men  at  armes  fhall  take  the  Tower, 
I  with  the  reft  will  downe  vnto  the  ftrane: 
If  we  be  beaten  backe  weele  come  to  you, 
And  herein  fpight  of  damned  Turkes,  weele  gaine 
A  glorious  death,  or  famous  vidtorie. 

Cyp.  About  it  then.  Exeunt. 
Enter  Bru  for,  and  his  Souldiers. 

Bru.  Drum  found  a  parle  to  the  Citizens. 
The  Prince  ofCipris  on  the  walles. 

Cyp.  What  parle  craues  theTurkilh  at  our  hands? 

Bru.  We  come  with  mightie  Solimans  commaund, 
Monarch  and  mightie  Emperour  of  the  world, 
From  Eaft  to  Weft,  from  South,  to  Septentrion, 
-If  you  refift,  expedt  what  warre  affords, 
Mifchiefe,  murther,  bloudand  extremitie, 
What  wilt  thou  yeeld  and  trie  our  clemencie? 
Say  I,  or  no :  for  we  are  peremtorie.  j 

Cyp.  Your  Lord  vfurps  in  all  that  he  polTefleth, 
And  that  great  God  which  we  do  truly  worihip, 
Shall  ftrengthen  vs  againft  your  infolence. 

Bru.  Now  if  you  plead  formercie,  tis  too  late: 
Come  fellow  Souldiers,  let  vs  to  the  breach, 
Thats  made  already  on  the  other  fide.  Exeunt  to  the  battel. 

Phylippo  and  Cipris  are  both flaine. 

J£///t*r  Brufor,  with  Souldiers,  hauing  Guelpio,  Iulio,  and 

Baiilifco,  with  Perfeda  and  Lucina  prifoners. 
Bru.  Now  Rhodes  is  yoakt,  and  ftoopes  to  Soliman, 
There  lyes  the  Gouernour,  and  there  his  fonne: 
Now  let  their  foules  tell  forrie  tidings  to  their  anceftors. 
What  millions  of  men  oppreft  with  ruine  and  fcath, 
The  Turkifharmies  did  in  Chriftendome. 
What  fay  thefe  prifoners,  will  they  turne  Turke,  or  no? 
Iulio.  Firft  Iuiio  will  die  ten  thoufand  deaths. 
Gruel.  And  Guelpio,  rather  then  denie  his  Chrift. 
Bru.  Then  ftab  the  flaues,  and  fend  their  foules  to  hell,  s 
TheyJla&hiliQ  and  Guelpio, 
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Baf  I  turne,  I  turne,  oh  faue  my  life,  I  turne. 

Bru.  Forbeare  to  hurt  him :  when  we  land^n  Turkic, 
He  fhall  becircumcifed  and  haue  his  rites. 

Baf.  Thinke  you  I  turne  Turque, 
For  feare  of  feruile  death  thats  but  a  fport, 
I  faith  fir  no: 

Tis  for  Perfeda  whom  I  loue  fo  well, 

That  I  would  follow  her,  though  fhe  went  to  hell. 

Bru.  Now  for  thefe  Ladies:  their  Hues  priuiledge 
Hangs  on  their  bfcautie,  they  (hall  bepreferued, 
To  be  prefented  to  great  Soliman, 
Thegreateft  honor  Fortune  could  affbord. 

Perfe.  The  moft  dishonour  that  could  ere  befall.  Exeunt. 
Enter  Chorus. 

Loue.No  w  Fortune  >w\i2X  haft  thdu  done  in  this  laterpaflage 
For.  I  plafte  Eraftus  in  the  fauour, 
Of  Soliman  the  Turkifh  Emperour. 

Loue.  Nay  that  was  Loue,  for  I  coucht  my  felfe, 
In  poore  Eraftus  eyes,  and  with  a  looke 
Orefpred  with  teares,  bewitched  Solyman. 
Befide,  I  fat  on  valiant  Brufors  tongue, 
To  guide  the  praifes  of  the  herodian  Knight. 
Then  in  the  Ladies  paffions,  I  ftiowed  my  power, 
And  laftly  Loue  made  Bafilifcos  tongue, 
To  countercheck  his  hart  by  turning  Turke, 
And  faue  his  life,  in  fpight  of  deaths  defpight. 

Death.  How  chance  it  then,  that  Loue  and  Fortunes  power, 
Could  neither  faue  Philippo  nor  his  fonne. 
Nor  Guelpio,  nor  fignior  Julio, 
Nor  refcue  Rhodes  from  out  the  hands  of  Death! 

For.  Why  Brufors  vidtorie  was  Fortunes  gifr. 

Death.  But  had  I  flept,  his  conqueft  had  beene  fmall. 

Loue.  Wherfore  ftay  we,  thers  more  behind  which  proucs, 
That  though  Loue  winke,  Loue's  not  ftarke  blinde.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Eraftus  and  Pifton. 
Pift<  Faith  maifter,  me  thinkes  you  are  vnwife, 
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That  you  weare  not  the  high  Suger-loafe hat, 
And  the  gilded  gou  ne  the  Kmperour  gauc  you. 

Era/}.  P(  ace  foole,  a  fable  weed  fitsdifcontent.Away,be- 

P/Jl.  He  go  prouicie  your  fupper,  (g°n. 
Afhoulder  of  mutton,  and  neuer  a  Sallit.  Pifton. 

Erajl.  I  muft  confefle  that  Solyman  is  kinde, 
Paft  all  compare,  and  more  then  my  defart, 
But  what  helps  gay  garments,  when  the  minds  oppreft, 
What  pleafeth  the  eye,  when  the  fence  is  altered? 
My  heart  is  ouerwhelmd  with  thoufand  woes, 
Andmelancholie  leads  my  foule  in  triumphe, 
No  meruaile  then  if  I  have  little  minde 
Of  rich  imbroderic,or  coftly  ornaments, 
Of  honors,  titles,  or  of  w  ealth,  orgaine, 
Ofmuficke,  viands,  or  of  dainty  dames. 
No,  no,  my  hope  full  long  agoe  was  loft, 
And  Rhodes  it  felfe  is  loft,  or  els  deftroyde, 
If  not  deftroide,  yet  bound  and  captiuate, 
If  captiuate,  then  forft  from  holy  faith : 
If  forft  from  faith,  for  euer  miferable, 
For  what  is  mifery,  but  want  of  God, 
And  God  is  loft,  if  faith  be  ouerthrowne. 
Enter  Soliman. 

Soli.  Why  how  now  EraJIus,  al waies  in  thy  dumpes  ? 
Still  in  black  habite  fitting  funerall  ? 
Cannot  my  loue  perfwade  thee  from  this  mbode, 
Nor  all  my  faire  intreats  and  blandifhments? 
Wert  thou  my  friend,  thy  mind  would  iurftpe  with  mine, 
For  what  are  friends,  but  one  mihde  in  tw  o  bodies. 
Perhaps  thou  doubts  my  friendftiipsconftancie, 
Then  dooft  thou  wrong  the  meafure  of  my  loue, 
Which  hath  no  meafure,  and  lhall  neuer  end. 
Come  Eraftus  fit  thee  downe  by  me, 
And  ile  impart  to  thee  our  Brufors  newes, 
Newes  to  our  honour,  and  to  thy  content: 
The  Gouernour  is  flairte  that  fought  thy  death. 
Erajl.  A  worthy  man,  though  not  Eraftus  friend. 
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Soli+Tht  Prince  of  Cipri.sto,  is  likewife  flaine. 

Eraft.  Faire  bloflome,  likely  to  haue  proued  good  fruite. 

Soli.  Rhodes  is  taken,  and  all  the  men  are  (kine, 
Except  fome  few  that  turne  to  Mahomet. 

Eraft.  I  there  it  is,  now  all  my  friends  are  flaine. 
And  faire  Perftda  murthred  ordeflowerd: 
Ah  gratious  Soliman  now  fliowe  thy  loue, 
In  not  denying  thy  poore  fupplyant: 
Suffer  me  not  to  flay  here  in  thy  prefence, 
But  by  my  felfe  lament  m£ once  for  al). 
Heere  it  1  ftay  I  nuift  fupprefle  my  teares, 
And  teares  fuppreft  will  but  increafe  my  forrow. 

Soli.  Go  then,  go  fpend  thy  mournings  all  at  once, 
That  in  thy  prefence  Soliman  may  ioy,        Exit  Eraftus. 
For  hetherto  have  I  reaped  little  pleafure: 
Well  well  Eraftus ,  Rhodes  may  blefTe  thy  birth, 
For  his  fake  onely  will  I  fpare  them  more, 
From  fpoile,  pillage,  and  oppreflion, 
Then  Alexander  fpard  warlike  Thebes 
For  Pindarus :  or  then  Auguftus 
Sparde  rich  Alexandria  for  Arias  fake. 

Enter  Brufor,  Perfeda,  and  Lucina. 

Bra. 'My  gratious  Lord,  reioyce  in  happinefte: 
All  Rhodes  is  yoakt,  and  ftoopes  to  Soliman. 

Soli.  Firft  thanks  to  heauen,  and  next  to  Brufors  valour, 
Which  ile  not  guerdon  with  large  promifes, 
But  ftraight  reward  thee  with  a  bounteous  largefle: 
But  what  two  Chriftian  Virgins  haue  We  here? 

-Bru.  Part  of  the  fpoile  of  Rhodes,  which  were  preferued 
To  be  prefented  to  your  mightineffe. 

Soli.  This  prefent  pleafeth  more  then  all  the  reft, 
And  were  their  garments  turned  from  black  to  white, 
I  (hould  haue  deemd  them  lunbes  goodly  Swannes, 
Or  Venus  milke  white  Danes,  fb  milde  they  are, 
And  fo  adornd  with  beauties  miracle, 
Heere  Brufor  this  kinde  Turtle  (hall  bt  thine, 
Take  her  and  vfc  herat  thy  pleafure : 
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But  this  kinde  Turtle  is  for  Solimany  , 
That  her  captiuitie  may  turne  to  blifle. 
Faire  lookes  refembling  Phoebus  radiant  beames, 
Smooth  forhead  like  the  table  of  high  loue, 
Small  penfild  eye  browes,  like  to  glorious  rainebowes, 
Quick  lampelike  eyes,  like  heauens  two  brighteft  orbes, 
Lips  of  pure  Corall  breathing  ambrofie, 
Cheekes,  where  the  Rofe  and  Lillie  are  in  combate, 
Neck  whiter  then  the  Snowie  Apenines, 
Brefts  like  two  ouerflowing  Fountaines, 
Twixt  which  a  vale  leads  to  the  Elifian  fhades, 
Where  vnder  couert  lyes  the  fount  ofpleafure, 
Which  thoughts  may  geffe,  but  tongue  nuift  notprophane. 
A  fweeter  creature  nature  neuer  made, 
Loue  neuer  tainted  Soliman  till  now, 
Now  faire  Virgin  let  me  heare  thee  fpeake. 

Per.  What  can  my  tongue  vtter,  but  greefe  and  death? 

Soli.  The  found  is  hunnie,  but  the  fence  is  gall  : 
Then  fweeting  blefle  me  with  a  cheerefull  looke. 

Per.  How  can  mine  eyes  dart  forth  a  pleafant  looke, 
When  they  are  ftopt  with  flouds  of  flowing  teares? 

Soli.  If  tongue  with  griefe,  and  eyes  with  teares  be  fild, 
Say  Virgin,  how  dooth  thy  heart  admit, 
The  pure  affection  of  great  Soliman  ? 

Per.  My  thoughts  are  like  pillers  of  Adamant, 
Too  hard  to  take  an  new  impreffion. 

Soly.  Nay  then  I  fee  my  ftooping  makes  her  proud, 
She  is  my  vaffaile,  and  I  will  commaund. 
Coye  Virgin  knoweftthou  what  offence  it  is, 
To  thwart  the  will  and  pleafure  of  a  king? 
W  hy  thy  life  is  doone,  if  I  but  fay  the  word. 

Per.  Why  thats  the  period  that  my  heart  defires. 

Soli.  And  die  thou  (halt,  vnlpffe  thou  change  thy  minde. 

Per.  Nay  then  Perfeda  growes  refolute, 
Solimans  thoughts  and  mine  refemble, 
Liues  paralife  that  neuer  can  be  ioyned. 

Soli.  Then  knecle  thou  downe, 
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And  at  my  hands  receiue  the  ftroke  of  death, 
Domde  to  thy  felfe  by  thine  owne  wilfulnes. 

PmStrike,ftrike,  thy  wordspearcedeeper  then  thyblows. 

Soli.  Brufor  hide  her,  for  her  lookes  withold  me, 
Then  Brufor  hides  her  with  a  Lawne. 
O  Brufor  thou  haft  not  hid  her  lippes, 
For  there  fits  Venus  with  Cupid  on  her  knee, 
And  all  the  Graces  fmiling  round  about  her, 
So  crauing  pardon  that  I  cannot  ftrike. 

Bru,  Her  face  is  couerd  ouer  quite  me  Lord. 

Soli.  Why,  fo.  ; 

0  Brufor  feeft  thou  not  her  milke  white  necke, 
That  Alabafter  tower, 

Twill  breake  the  edge  of  my  keene  Semitor, 
And  peeces  flying  backe  will  wound  my  felfe. 

Bru.  'Now  (he  is  all  coucred  my  Lord. 

Soli.  Why  now  at  laft  ihe  dyes. 

Per.*Q  Chrift  receiue  my  foule. 

Soli.  Harke  Brufor  {he  cals  on  Chrift, 

1  will  not  fend  her  to  him, 
Her  words  aremuficke, 

The  felfe  fame  muficke  that  in  auncient  daics. 
Brought  Alexander  from  war  to  banqueting, 
Aiid  made  him  fall  from  fkirmiftiing  to  kifling. 
No  my  deare,  Loue  would  not  let  me  kill  thee^ 
Though  Maiefty  would  turne  defire  to  wrath, 
There  lyes  my  fword,  humbled  at  thy  feete. 
And  I  my  felfe  thatgouerne  many  kings, 
Intreate  a  pardon  for  my  rafh  mifdeede. 

Per.  Now  Soliman  wrongs  his  imperiall  ftatc, 
But  if  thou  love  me,  and  haue  hope  to  win, 
Graunt  one  boone  that  I  lhall  craue  of  thee. 

Soli.  What  ere  it  be,  Perfeda  1  graunt  it  thee. 

Per.  Then  let  me  Hue  a  Chriftian  Virgin  ftill, 
Vnlefte  my  ftate  (hall  alter  with  my  will. 

Soli.  My  word  is  paft,  and  I  recall  my  paffions, 
What  ftiould  he  doe  with  crowne  and  Empery, 
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That  cannot  gouerne  priuate  f,nd  affe&ions? 
Yet  giue  me  leaue  in  honeft  fort  to  court  thee. 
To  eafe,  though  not  to  cure,  my  maladie: 
Come  fit  theedownevpon  my  right  hand  heere, 
This  feat  I  keep  voide  for  another  friend: 
Goe  Ianifaries  call  in  your  Gouernor, 
So  ftiall  I  ioy  betweene  two  captiue  friends, 
And  yet  my  feife  be  capuue  to  them  both, 
If  friendfhips  yoake  were  not  at  liberty  : 
See  where  he  comes  my  other  beft  beloued. 

Enter  Eraftus. 

Perje*  My  fweet  and  beft  beloued. 

Eraft.  My  fweet  and  beft  beloued: 

Per.  For  thee  my  deare  Eraftus  haue  I  liued. 

Eraft.  And  I  for  thee  or  els  I  had  not  liued. 

Soli.  What  words  in  affection  doe  I  fee? 

Eraft.  Ah  pardon  me  great  Soliman>  for  this  is  Ihe, 
For  whom  I  moifrned  more  then  for  all  Rhodes, 
And  from  whofe  abftnce  I  deriued  my  forrow.  - 

Per.  And  pardon  me  my  Lord,  for  this  is  he. 
For  whom  I  thwarted  Solimans  intreates, 
And  for  whofe  exile  I  lamented  thus. 

Eraft.  Euen  from  my  childhood  have  I  tendered  thee, 
Witnes  the  heauens  of  my  unfeined  loue. 

Soli.  By  this  one  accident  1  well  perceiue, 
That  heauens  and  heauenly  powers  do  manage  loue, 
I  loue  them  both,  I  know  not  which  the  better, 
They  loue  each  other  beft,  what  then  ftiould  follow, 
But  that  I  conquer  both  by  my  defarts, 
And  ioyne  their  hands,  whofe  hearts  are  knitajready. 
Eraftus  and  Perfeda  come  you  hether, 
And  both  giue  me  your  hands; 
Eraftus^  none  but  thou  couldft  win  Perfeda% 
Perfeda,  none  but  thou  couldft  w  in  Eraftus, 
From  great  Soliman,  fo  well  1  loue  you  both: 
And  now  to  turoe  late  promifes  to  good  ejfed:, 
Be  thou  Eraftus  Gouernor  of  Rhodes, 
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By  this  thou  (halt  difmifle  my  garifon. 

Bruf.  Muft  he  reape  that  for  which  I  tooke  the  toile  ? 
Come  enuie  then  and  fit  in  friendfhips  feate, 
How  can  I  Ioue  him  that  inioyes  my  right? 

Soli.  Giue  me  a  crowne,  to  crowne  the  bride  withall. 
Then  he  crowne  s  Per  fed  a. 
Perfeda,  for  my  fake  weare  this  crowne : 
Now  is  lhe  fairer  then  (he  wgs  before, 
This  title  fo  augments  her  beautie  as  the  fire 
That  lay  with  honours  hand  rackt  vp  in  afhes, 
Reuiues  againe  to  flames,  the  force  is  fuch, 
Remooue  the  caufe,  and  then  the  effedt  will  die, 
They  muft  depart,  or  I  (hall  not  be  quiet, 
Erajlus  and  Perfeda  meruaile  not, 
That  all  in  haft  I  wifti  you  to  depart, 
There  is  an  vrgent  caufe,  but  priuie  to  my  felfe, 
Commaund  my  (hipping  for  to  waft  you  ouer. 

£r^.MygratiousLord,whe£r^/?^doth  forget  this  fauor, 
Then  let  him  liue  abandond  and  fortorne. 

Per.  Nor  will  Perfeda  flacke  euen  in  her  prayers, 
But  ftill  folicite  God  for  Soliman, 

Whofe  minde  hathproued  fo  good  and  gratious.  Exeunt* 

Soli.  Farewell  Erajlus,  Perfeda  farewell  to :  . 
Me  thinks  I  fliould  not  part  with  two  fuch  friends. 
The  one  fo  renownd  for  armes  and  curtefie, 
The  other  fo  adorned  with  grace  andmodeftie: 
Yet  of  the  two  Perfeda  mooues  me  moft, 
I  and  fo  mooues  me,  that  I  now  repent, 
That  ere  I  gaue  away  my  hearts  defire, 
What  was  it  butabufe  of  Fortunes  gift, 
And  therefore  Fortune  now  will  be  reuengde. 
What  was  it  but  abufe  of  Loues  commaund, 
And  therefore  mightie  Loue  will  be  reuengd: 
What  was  it  but  abufe  of  heauens  that  gaue  her  mc, 
And  therefore  angrie  heauens  will  be  reuengd: 
Heauens,  Loue,  and  Fortune,  all  three  haue  decreed, 
That  I  lhall  loue  her  ftill,  and  lack  her  ftill, 
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Like  euer  thirfting  wretched  Tantalus: 
Foolifh  Solyman,  why  did  1  ftriue, 
To  do  him  kindnes,  and  vndoe  my  fclfe  ? 
Weil  gouernd  friends  do  firft  regard  themfelues. 

Bru  I  now  occafion  ferues  to  ftumble  him, 
That  tbruft  his  fickle  in  my  harueftcorne, 
Reafeth  your  Maieftie  to  heare!l?ra/c?rfpeake. 

Salt.  To  one  pad  cure,  good  counfell  comes  too  late, 
Yet  (ay  thy  minde. 

Bru.  With  fecret  letters  woe  her,  and  with  gifts. 

Soli.  My  lines  and  gifts  will  butreturne  my  fhame. 

Luci*  Here  me  my  Lord,  let  me  go  ouer  to  Rhodes^ 
That  I  may  plead  in  your  affecftions  cairfe, 
One  woman  may  do  much  to  win  another. 

Soli.  Indeed  Lucina  w  ere  her  hufband  from  her, 
Shee  happely  might  be  woone  by  thy  perfwades, 
But  whilft  he  Hues  there  is  no  hope  in  her. 

Bru.  W  hy  Hues  he  then  to  greeue  great  Svtimanl 
This  onely  remaines,  that  you  confider^ 
In  two  extreames  tht  leaft  is  tabe  ehofen, 
If  fo  your  life  depend  vpon  your  Itfue, 
And  that  her  loue  depends  upon  his  life, 
Is  it  not  better  that  Eraflus  die 
Ten  thoufand  deaths,  then  Soliman  fhould  perifli? 

Solt.  I  faift  thou  fo?  why  then  it  fhall  befo, 
But  by  what  means  (hall  poore  Eraftus  dye? 

Bru.  This  {hall  be  the  meanes, 
111  fetch  him  back  againe, 
Vnder  coulour  of  greafc  confequence, 
No  fooner  fhall  he  land  vpon  otirfhore, 
But  witnes  fhall  be  ready  to  accufe  him, 
Of  treafon  doone  againft  your  mrghtines, 
And  then  he  fhall  be  doomd  my  marfhall  law. 

Soli.  O  finedeuife,  Brufor  get  thee  gone, 
Come  thou  againe,  but  let  the  Lady  ftay, 
To  win  Werfeda  to my  wilh  mea^whil^ 
Will  I  prepare  the  uidge  and  witndTei, 
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And  if  this  take  effect,  thou  fhalt  be  Viceroy, 
And  faire  L#r/»tf  Queeneof  Tripolie. 
Brufor  be  gone,  for  till  thou  come  I  languifti. 

Exeunt  Brufor  and  Lucina, 
And  now  to  eafe  my  troubled  thoughts  at  laft, 
I  will  go  fit  among  my  learned  Euenukes, 
And  heerethem  play,  and  fee  my  minions  dance, 
For  till  that  Brufor  bring  me  my  defire, 
I  may  aflwage  but  neuer  quench  loues  fire.  Exit. 
£7zA?r  Bafilifco. 
Baf.  Since  the  expugnation  of  the  Rhodian  He, 
Me  thinkesa  thoufand  years  are  ouerpaft, 
More  for  the  lack  of  my  P erf e das  prefence, 
Then  for  the  lofle  of  Rhodes  that  paltry  He, 
Or  for  my  friends  that  there  were  murthered, 
My  valour  euery  where  (hallpurchafe  friends, 
And  where  3  man  Hues  well,  there  is  his  countrie. 
Alas  the  Chriftians  are  but  very  (hallow, 
In  giuing  judgement  of  a  man  at  armes, 
A  man  of  my  defert  and  excellence. 
The  Turkes  whom  they  account  for  barbarous, 
Hauing  forehard  of  Bafilifcoes  worth, 
A  number  vnder  prop  me  with  their  fhoulders, 
And  in  proceflion  bare  me  to  the  Church, 
As  I  had  beene  a  fecond  Mahomet, 
I  fearing  they  would  adore  me  for  a  God, 
Wifely  informd  them  that  I  was  but  man, 
Although  in  time  perhaps  I  might  afpire, 
To  purchafe  Godhead,  as  did  Hercules, 
I  mean  by  doing  wonders  in  the  world: 
Amidfl:  their  Church  they  bound  me  to  a  piller, 
And  to  make  triall  of  my  valiancie, 
They  lopt  a  collopof  my  tendreft  member. 
But  thinkeyou  Baf  Itfco  fqulcht  for  that, 
Euen  as  a  Cow  for  tickling  in  the  home, 
That  doone,  they  fet  me  on  a  milke  white  AlTe, 
Compaffing^ne  with  goodly  ceremonies, 
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That  day  me  thought,  I  fat  in  Pompeyes  Chaire, 
And  viewd  the  Capitoll,  and  was  Romes  greateft  glorie. 
Enter  Pifton. 

Pifl.X  would  my  maifterhad  left 
Some  other  to  be  his  agent  here  : 
Faith  I  am  wearie  of  the  office  alreadie* 
What  Seigniour  Tretnomimdo, 
That  rid  a  pilgrimage  to  beg  cakebread. 

Baft.  O  take  me  not  vnprouided,  let  me  fetch  my  weapons. 

Pijl.  Why  I  meant  nothing  but  a  Bafolus  planus* 

Baf  No,didft  thou  not  meane  to  giue  me  the  priuieftab? 

Pijl.  No  by  my  troth  fir. 

Baf.  Nay  if  thou  hadft,  I  had  not  feard  thee  I, 
I  Tell  thee  my  fkin  holds  out  Piftoll  proofe. 

Pijl.  Piftoll  proofe  ?  ile  trie  if  it  will  hold  out  pin  proofe 
Then  he  pricks  him  with  a  pin. 

Baf  O  fhoote  no  more,  great  God  I  yeeld  to  thee. 
Pijl.  I  fee  his  Ikin  is  but  piftol  profe  from  the  girdle  vpward . 
What  fuddaine  agonie  was  that? 

Baf  Why  fawft  thou  not,  how  Cupid  God  of  loue, 
Not  daring  looke  me  in  the  marfliall  face, 
Came  like  a  coward  ftealing  after  me, 
And  with  his  pointed  dart  prickt  my  pofteriors. 

Pijl.  Then  here  my  opinion  concerning  that  point, 
The  Ladies  of  Rhodes  hearing  that  you  haue  loft, 
A  capitoll  part  of  your  Lady  ware, 
Haue  made  their  petition  to  Cupid, 
To  plague  you  aboue  all  other, 
As  one  preiuditiall  to  their  muliebritie. 
Now  fir,  Cupid  feeing  you  alreadie  hurt  before, 
Thinkes  it  a  greater  puniftiment  to  hurt  you  behind, 
Therefore  I  would  wifhyou  to  haue  ai  eye  to  the  back  dore. 

Baf  Sooth  thou  fayeft,  I  muftbe  fencd  behinde, 
Ile  hang  my  target  there. 

Pijl.  Indeed  that  will  ferue  to  bearc  of  fome  blowes, 
When  you  runaway  in  a  fraye. 

Baf  Sirra,  firra,  what  art  thou? 
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That  thus  incrocheft  vpon  my  familiaritie, 
Without  fpeciall  admittance. 

Fiji.  Why  do  you  not  know  me?  I  arp  Erajtus  man. 

Baf.  What  art  thou  that  pettie  pigmie, 
That  chalenged  meat  Rhodes ; 
Whom  I  refufd  to  combat  for  his  minoritie, 
Where  \%Eraftusy\  owe  him  chart  ifment  i  n  Perfedas  quarreL 

Fiji.  Do  not  you  know  that  they  are  all  friends. 
And  Eraftus  maryed  to  Perfeda, 
And  Eraftus  made  gouernour  of  Rhodes, 
And  I  left  heere  to  be  their  agent? 

Baf.  O  ccelum,  O  terra,  O  maria  Neptune, 
Did  I  turne  Turke  to  follow  her  fo  far? 

Pift.  The  more  frame  for  you. 

Baf  And  is  fre  linkt  in  liking  with  my  foe? 

Ptft.  Thats  becaufe  you  wereout  of  the  way. 

Baf  O  wicked  Turque  for  to  fteale  her  hence. 

Pift.  O  wicked  turne  coate  that  would  haue  her  ftay. 

Baft.  The  truth  is,  ile  be  a  Turke  no  more, 

Pift  .And  I  feare  thou  wilt  neuer  prooue  good  chriftian. 

Baf.  I  will  after  to  take  reuenge. 

Pift.  And  ile  ftay  heere  about  my  maifters  bufines. 

Baf  Farewell  Conftantinople,  I  will  to  Rhodes.  Exit* 

Pift.  Farewell  counterfeit  foole, 
God  fend  him  good  {hipping: 
Tis  noifd  about,  that  Brufor  is  fent, 
To  fetch  my  maifter  back  againe, 
I  cannot  be  well  till  I  heare  the  reft  of  the  newes, 
Therefore  ile  about  it  ft  raight.  Exit. 
Enter  Chorus. 

Loue.Now  Fortune  what  haft  thou  done  in  this  latter  a&  ? 

For.  I  brought  Perfeda  to  the  prefence 
Of  Soliman  theturkifr  Emperour, 
And  gaue  Lucina  into  Brufors  hands. 

Lone.  And  firft  I  ftung  them  with  confenting  loue, 
And  made  great  Solimantweete  beauties  thrall, 
Humble  himfelfe  at  faire  Perfedas  feete, 
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And  made  him  praife  loue,  and  captiuesbeautie: 
Againe,  I  made  him  to  recall  his  paffions, 
And  ^due  Per/eda  to  Eraji  us  hands, 
And  after  make  repentance  of  the  deed. 

For.  Meane  time  I  fild  Eraftus  failes  with  winde, 
And  brought  him  home  vntohis  nktiue  land. 
J  Death.  And  ITubornd  Bruforwith  enuiousrage, 
To  counfell  Soliman  to  flay  his  friend, 
Brufor  is  fent  to  fetch  him  back  againe, 
Marke  well  what  followes,  for  the  hiftorie 
Prooues  me  cheefe  adtor  in  this  tragedie.    Exeunt. f 

Enter  Eraftus  and  Perfeda.  « ; ! 

Eraji.  Perfeda>  thefe  day  es  are  our  day es  of  ioy . 
What  could  I  more  defire  then  thee  to  wife, 
And  that  I  haue :  or  then  to  gouerne  Rhodes, 
And  that  I  doe,  thankes  to  great  Soliman. 

Per,  And  thanks  to  gratious  heauens,  that  fo 
Brought  Soliman  irom  worfe  to  better, 
For  though  I  neuer  tould  it  thee  till  now, 
His  heart  was  purpofd  once  to  do  thee  wrong. 

Erajl.  I  that  was  before  he  knew  thee  to  be  mine, 
But  now  Perfeda%  lets  forget  ould  greefes, 
And  let  our  ftudies  wholly  be  imploid, 
To  work  each  others  blifle  and  hearts  delight. 

Per.  Our  prefent  ioyes  will  be  fo  much  the  greater, 
When  as  we  call  to  minde  forepafled  greefes, 
So  finges^he  Mariner  vpon  the  fhore, 
When  he  hath  pad  the  dangerous  time  of  ftormes : 
But  if  my  Loue  will  haue  olde  greefes  forgot, 
They  fhalMye  buried  in  Perfedas  breft. 

Enter  Brufor  and  Lucina* 
Eraji.  Welcome  Lord  Brufor. 
Per.  And  Lucina  to. 
Bru.  Thankes  Lord  Gouernour. 
ZmcL  And  thankes  to  you  Madame. 
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Erafl.  What  hafty  newes  brings  you  fo  faon  to  Rhodes? 
.Although  to  me  you  never  come  to  foone, 

Bru.  So  it  is  my  Lord,  that  vpon  great  affaires,  i 
Importuning  health  and  wealth  of  Soliman, 
His  highnes  by  me  intreateth  you, 
Aseuer  you  refped  his  future  loue, 
Or  haue  regard  vnto  his  curtefie, 
To  come  your  felfe  in  perfon  and  vifit  him, 
Without  inquiry  what  fhould  be  the  caufe. 

Braft-  Were  there  no  (hips  to  croffe  the  Seas  withall, 
My  armes  fhould  framemineoaresto  crofle  the  feas, 
And  fhould  the  feas  turne  tide  toforce  me  backe, 
Defire  fhould  frame  me  wings  to  fly  to  him, 
lgoe  Perfeda  thou  muft  giue  me  leaue. 

Per.  Though  loath,  yet  Solimans  commaund  preimii^at  n  A 

Luci.  And  fweete  Perfeda  I  will  ftay  with  you, 
From  Brufim  my  befrmed,  and  ile  want  htm, 
Till  he  bring  bacRe  Eraftus  vnto  you. 

Era/.  Lord  Brufor  come,  tis  time  that  we  were  gorr* 

Bru.  Perfeda  farewell,  be  not  angry,  *m 
For  that  I  carry  thy  beloued  from  thee^ . 
We  will  returne  with  allijpeed^poffibley.  tu  ^  aird  jiom  iQ 
Andthou  Lucina%  vfe Perfeda  fo;  ioi  img  r>j  m  id  $usA  I  ti&tfl! 
That  for  my  carrying  of '  Eraftus  hence, 
5he  curfe  mc not,  and: fo  farewell  tafeoth. 

Per.  Come  Ludna  lets  in,  my  heart  is  full;       Exeunt..  I 

Enter  Soliman,  Lord  MarfhaH,  the  two  witneffes 
I  t  ^W  lanifarie?.:  ?        «  . 

Soli.  Lord  marfhall,  fee  ydu  handle  it  ctinaringly.  In/il  jH 
\nd  when  £ray?^,  comes  Our  periurd  friend,'?;  ism  ioi  f  >nh 
5ee  he  becondefnd  by  marfhall  teiw, 
rleere  wiH  I  ftand  to  fee  and  not  be  feene. 

Marfhall.  Come  fellowes  fee  when  this  matter  comes  ml 
jfou  ftagger  not :  and  Ianifaries,  (quefti*^ 
>ee  that  your  ftr&ngling  co^ds  bf  ready. 
I  Soli.  Ah  that  Perfeda  wcxt  not  half  fofaire, 
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Or  that  Soliman  were  not  fo  fond, 
Or  that  Perfeda  had  fcjme  other  loue, 
Whofe  death  might  faue  my  poore  Eraftus  life. 

Enter  Brufor  and  Eraftus. 
See  where  he  comes,  whome  though  Ideerely  loue, 
Yet  muft  his  bloud  be  fpilt  for  my  behoofe, 
Such  is  the  force  of  marrow  burning  loue. 

Mar.  Eraftus ,  Lord  Gouernour  of  Rhodes, 
I  arreft  you  in  the  Kings  name,  i 

Eraji.  What  thinkes  Lord  Brufor  of  this  ftrange  arreft, 
Haft  thou  intrapt  me  to  this  trechery: 
Intended  well  1  wot  without  the  leaue 
Or  licence  of  my  Lord  great  Soliman. 

Bru.  Why  then  appeale  to  him,  where  thou  (halt  know* 
And  be  aftb red  that  I  betray  thee  not. 

Soli.  Yes,  thou,  and  I,  and  all  of  vs  betray  him. 

Mar.  No,  no,  in  this  cafe  no  appeale  lhall  ferue. 

Eraji.  Why  then  to  thee,  or  vnto  any  elfe, 
Iheere  proteft  by  heauens  vnto  you  all, 
That  neuer  was  there  man  more  true  or  iuft, 
Or  in  his  deedes  more  loyall  and  vpright, 
Or  more  louing,  or  rpore  innocent, 
Than  I  haue  been  to  gracious  Solimant 
Since  firft  I  fet  my  fepte  on  Turkiih  land. 

Sol.  My  felfe  would  behis  witnefle  if  I durft, 
But  bright  Perfedas  beauty  flops  my  tongue. 

Mar.  Why  iirs,  why  face  to  face  exprefleyou  not, 
The  treafons  you  reuealdfco  Soliman*. 

IVttneJfes.  That  very  day  Eraftus  went  from  hence, 
He  fent  fot  me  into  his  Cabinet, 
And  for  that  m^in  that  is  of  my  profeffion. 

Eraji.  I  neuer  fa w  them  vntill  this  day. 

WitneJJes.  His  Cabine  doore  faft  (hut*  he  firft  began 
To  queftion  vs  of  all  forts  of  fire  workes, 
Wherein,  when  we  had  fully  refolued  him, 
What  might  be  clone,  h e  fpr ed i  ng  cm  t  h  e  board, 
A  huge  heape  o(our  impejiall  coyne, 
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All  this  is  yours  quoth  he,  if  you  confent, 
To  leaue  great  Soliman  and  feruein  Rhodes. 
Mar.  Why  that  was  treafbn,  but  onward  with  the  reft. 
Enter  Pifton. 

Piji.  What  haue  we  heere,  my  Mafterbeforethe  Marfhall? 

Wit.  We  faid  not  I,  nor  durft  we  fay  him  nay, 
Becaufe  we  werealreadie  in  his  Gallies, 
But  feemd  content  to  flie  with  him  to  Rhodes, 
With  that  he  purft  the  golde,  and  gaue  it  vs, 
The  reft  I  dare  not  fpeake  it  is  fo  bad.  ( them? 

Eraji.  Heauens  heare  you  this,  and  drops  not  vengeance  on 

Tbeotherwit.  The  reft,  and  worfe,  will  Idifcourfe  in  briefe. 
Will  you  confent  quoth  he  to  fire  the  fleete, 
That  lyes  hard  by  vs  heere  in  Bbfpkoron, 
For  be  it  fpoke  in  fecret  heere  quoth  he, 
Rhodes  muft  no  longer  beare  the  turkifh  yoake. 
We  faid  the  taske  might  eafilie  be  performd, 
But  that  we  lackt  fuch  drugs  to  mixe  with  powder. 
As  were  not  in  his  galjies  to  be  got, 
At  this  he  leapt  for  ioy,  fwearing  and  promifing, 
That  our  reward  fhould  be  redoubled: 
We  came  aland  not  minding  to  returne, 
And  as  our  duety  and  alleageance  bound  vs, 
We  made  all  knowne  vnto  great  Soliman, 
But  ere  we  could  fummon  him  a  land, 
His  (hips  were  paft  a  kenning  from  the  (hoare, 
Belike  he  thought  we  had  betraid  his  treafons. 

Mar.  That  all  is  true  that  heere  you  haue  declard, 
Both  lay  youf  hands  vpon  the  Alcaron. 

1 .  IVit.  Foule  death  betide  me  if  I  fweare  not  true. 

2 .  Wit.  And  mifchiefe  light  on  me,  if  I  fweare  falfe. 
Soli.  Mifchiefe  and  death  fliajTlight  vpon  you  both. 
Mar.  Erajlus thou  fe;eft  what  witnes  hath  produced  againft 

What  anfwereft  thou  vnto  their accufation?  (thee, 
Erajl.  That  thefe  are  Synons  and  myfelfe  poore  Troy. 
Mar.  Now  it  refteth,  I  appoint  thy  death. 

Wherein  thou  (halt  confefle  He  favour  thee. 

H  For 


The  Tragedie 
For  that  thou  wert  bcloued  of  Solimany 
Thou  fhalt  foorth  with  be  bound  vnto  that  poft, 
And  ftrangled  as  our  turkifh  order  is. 

Pift.  Such  fauour  fend  all  turkes'I  pray  God. 

Era/I.  I  fee  this  traine  was  plotted  ere  I  came, 
What  bootes  complaining  wheres  no  remedy: 
Yet  giue  me  leaue  before  my  life  ihall  en^, 
To  moane  Perfeda,  and  accufe  my  friend. 

Soli.  O  vniuft  Soliman,  O  wicked  time; 
Where  filthie  luft  muft  murther  honeft  loue. 

Marfh.  Difpatch,  for  our  time  limited  is  pail. 

Eraft.  Alas,  how  can  he  but  be  fhort,  vvhofe  tongue 
Is  fa  ft  tide  with  galling  forrow. 
Farewell  Perfeda,  no  more  but  that  for  her  : 
Inconftant  Soliman,no  more  but  that  for  him: 
Vnfortunate  Eraftus,  no  more  but  that  for  mc: 
Loe  this  isall,&thus  I  leaue  to  fpeake.  Then  they Jlrangle  him. 
Pift.  Marip  firthis  is  a  faire  warning  forme  to  get  me  gon. 
Exit  Pifton. 

Soli.  O  faue  his  life,  if  it  be poflible, 
I  will  not  loofe  him  for  my  kingdomes  worth. 
Ah  poore  Eraftus  art  thou  dead  already, 
What  bould  prefumer  durft  be  fo  refolu'ed, 
For  to  bereaue  Eraftus  life  from  him, 
Whofe  life  to  me  was  dearer  then  mine  owne, 
Waft  thou  and  thou,  Lord  marftiall  bring  them  hether, 
And  at  Eraftus  hand  let  them- receiue;       q  J 
The  ftroke  of  death,  whom  they  have  fpoild  of  life. 
What  is  thy  hand  to  weake  ?  then  mine  (hall  helpe, 
To  fend  them  down  to  ^uerlaftipg  night, 
To  waite  vpon  thee  through '  eternal  1  fhade. 
Thy  foule  fhall  not  gomourninghence  alone : 
Thus  die,  and  thus,  for  thus  you  murtherd  him. 

Then  he  kils  the  two  Iamfarie's/that  kild  Eraftus. 
But  foft  me  thinkes  he  is  not  fatiffied, 
The  breath  dooth  murmure  fofdy  from  his  lips. 
And  bids  me  kill  thofe  bloudie  witnefTes, 

By 


^  of  Soliman  and  Perfeda. 
By  whofe  treacherie  Eraftus  dyed : 
Lord  Marfhall,  hale  them  to  the  towers  top, 
And  throw  them  headlong  downe  into  the  valley, 
So  let  their  trcafons  with  their  Hues  haue  end. 
i.lVitn.  Your  felfe  procured  vs.    2.  Wit.  Is  this  ourhier? 
Then  the  Marfhallbeares  them  to  the  tower  top. 
Solr.  Speake  not  a  worde,  lead  in  my  wrathful!  furie, 
Idoome  you  to  ten  thoufanddirefull  torments: 
And  Bruforfee  Eraftus  be  interd, 
With  honour  in  a  kingly  feplilcher. 
Why  when  Lord  marfhall  ?  great  Hefiors  femne, 
Although  his  age  did  plead  for  innocence, 
Was  fooner  tumbled  from  the  fatall  tower, 
Then  are  thofe  periurde  wicked  witneflcs. 

Then  they  are  both  tumbled  downe. 
Why  now  Eraftus  Ghoft  is  fatiffied  : 
I,  but  yet  the  wicked  Iudgefuruiues, 
By  whom  Eraftus  was  condemnd  to  die, 
Brufor,  as  thou  loueft  me  ftab  in  themarflhal!, 
Lead  hedetecft  vs  vnto  the  world, 
By  making  knowne  our  bloudy  pradtifes, 
And  then  will  thou  and  I  hoift  faile  to  Rhodes, 
Where  thy  Lucina  and  my  Perfeda  Hues. 

Bru.  I  will  my  lord,  lord  Marfhal,  it  ishishighnespleafure 
That  you  commend  him  to  Eraftus  foule. 

Then  he  his  the  Mar/hall. 
Soli.  Heere  eijds  fny  deere  Eraftus  tragedie, 
And  novv. begins  my  pleafant  Comedie. 
But  if  Perfeda  vnderftand  thefe  newes, 
Our  feane  will  prooue  but  tragicomicall. 

Bru.  Feare  not  my  Lord,  Lucina  plaies  her  part, 
And  wooes  apace  in  Solimans  behalfe. 

Soli.  Then.  B rufor  come,  and  with  fome  few  men, 
Lets  faile  to  Rhodes  with  all  conuenient  fpeede, 
Fof  till  I  fduld  Perfeda  in  mine  armes, 
My  troubled  eares  a^e  deft  with  loues  alarmes.  Exeunt. 
EnterFerkdz,  Lucina,  and  Bafilifco. 

H  2  Per. 
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Per.  Now  fignior  Bafilifcoy  which  like  you, 
The  Turkifti  or  our  nation  beft  ? 

Bq/i. That  which  your  lady  (hip  will  haue  me  like. 

Luci.  Iamdeceiued  but  you  were  circumcifed. 

Bq/i.  Indeed  I  was  a;  little  cut  in  the  porpufe. 

Per.  What  meanes  made  you  fteale  back  to  Rhodes? 

Baji.  The  mightie  pickanyed  brand  bearing  God, 
To  whom  I  am  fo  long  true  feruitor, 
When  he  efpyde  my  weeping  flouds  of  teares, 
For  your  depart,  he  bad  me  follow  him. 
I  followed  him,  he  with  his  fier  brand, 
Parted  the  feas,  and  we  came  ouer  drie-fhod. 

Luci.  A  matter  not  vnlikely  :  but  how  chance, 
Your  turkifti  bonnet  is  not  on  your  head  ? 

Baji.  Becaufe  I  now  am  ChrifHan  againe, 
And  that  by  naturall  meanes,  for  as 
The  old  Cannon  faies  very  pretily, 
Nibill  eft  tarn  naiurali%  quod  eo  modo  colligatum  eft. 
And  fo  foorth :  fo  I  became  a  Turke  to  follow  her, 
To  follow  her,  am  now  returnd  a  Chriftian. 
EnterFifton. 

Pift.  O  Lady  and  miftris,  weepe  and  lament, 
And  wring  your  hands,  for  my  maifter 
Is  condemnd  and  executed. 

Luci.  Be  patient  fweete  Perfeda,  the  foole  but  iefls. 

Per.  Ah  no,  my  nightly  dreames  foretould  me  this, 
Which  foolifh  woman  fondly  I  negledted. 
But  fay,  what  death  dyed  my  poore  Eraftus} 

Pift.  Nay,  God  be  praifd,  his  death  was  reafonable, 
He  was  but  ftrangled. 

Per.  But  ftrangled,  ah  double  death  to  me: 
But  fay,  wherefore  was  he  condemnd  to  die? 

Pift.  For  nothing  but  high  treafon. 

Per.  What  treafon,  or  by  whom  was  he  concjemnd? 

Pift.  Faith  two  great  knights  of  the  poft,  fWore  vponthe 
Alcaron,  that  he  would  haue  firde  the  Turkes  Fleete. 

i**r.  Was  Bruforby} 

J     J  Piftcn. 
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Pifton.  I. 

Perfe.  And  Solimarit 

Pi  ft.  No,  but  I  faw  where  he  flood, 
To  heere  and  fee  the  matter  well  conuaid. 

Per.  Accurfed  Soliman>  prophane  Alcaron; 
Lucina>  came  thy  hufband  to  this  end, 
To  leade  a  lambe  vnto  the  flaughter-houfe? 
Haft  thou  for  this  in  Solimans  behalfe, 
With  cunning  wordes  tempted  my  chaftitie? 
Thou  (halt  abide  for  both  your  trecheries, 
It  muft  be  fo.  Baflifco  dooeft  thou  loue  me,  fpeake. 

Baf.  I  more  then  I  loue  either  life  or  foule, 
What  {hall  I  ftab  theEmperour  for  thy  fake? 

Per.  No,  but  Lucina,  if  thou  loueft  me  kill  her. 

Then  Balilifco  takes  a  dagger  & feelesvponthe  point  of  it. 

Bafi.  The  point  will  marre  her  skin. 

Per.  What  dareft  thou  not,  giue  me  the  dagger  then, 
Theres  a  reward  for  all  thy  treafons  part, 
Then  Perfeda  kits  Lucina. 

Baf.  Yet  dare  I  beare  her  hence,  to  do  thee  good: 

Per.  No  let  her  lye,  a  prey  tarauening  birds: 
Nor  (hall  her  death  alone fuffice  for  his, 
Rhodes  now  {hall  be  no  longer  Solymans, 
Weele  fortifie  our  walks,  and  keepe  thetowne, 
In  fpight  of  proud  infulting  Soliman. 
I  know  the  letcher  hopes  to  haue  my  loue, 
And  firft  Perfeda  fhall  with  his  hand  die, 
Then  yeeld  to  him,  and  Hue  in  infamie.  Exeunt. 
Manei  Bafilifco. 

Baf.  I  will  ruminate.  Death  which  the  Poets 
Faine  to  be  pale  and  meager, 

Hath  depriued  Erajius  trunke  from  breathing  vitalitie, 

A  braue  Cauelere,  but  my  approoued  foeman. 

Let  me  fee :  where  is  that  Alcides,  furnamed  Hercules^ 

The  onely  Club  man  of  his  time  ?  dead. 

Where  is  the  eldeft  fonne  of  Pryam, 

That  abraham-coloured  Troion?  dead; 

H  3  Where 
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Where  is  the  leader  of  the  Mirmidons, 
That  well  knit  Ac  till? 'dead.  ,  .  ^  j 

Where  is  that  furious  Aiax>  the  fonne  of  Telamon, 
Or  that  fraudfull  fquireof  Jtbaca,  iclipt  dead. 
Where  is  tipfie  Alexander,  that  great  cup  conquerour, 
Or  Pompey  that  braue  warriour  ?  dead : 
I  am  my  felfe  firong,  but  I  confeffe  death  to  be  ftronger: 
I  am  valiant,  but  mortall, 
I  am  adorned  with  natures  gifts, 
A  giddiegoddeffe,  that  nowTgiueth  and  anon  taketh: 
I  am  wife,  but  quiddits  will  not  anfwer  death : 
To  conclude  in  a  word,  to  be  captious,  vertuous,  ingenious. 
Or  to  be  nothing  when  it  pleafeth  death  to  be  enuious. 
The  great  Turque,  whofe  feat  is  Constantinople, 
Hath  beleagred  Rhodes,  whofe  chieftaine  is  a  woman. 
I  could  take  the  rule  vpon  me, 
But  the  fhrub  is  fafe  when  the  Cedar  fhaketh : 
I  loue  Perfeda  as  one  worthie, 
But  I  loue  Bafilifco  as  one  i  hould  more  worthy, 
My  fathers  fonne,  my  mothers  folace,  my  proper  felfe. 
Faith  he  can  doe  little  that  cannot  fpeake, 
And  he  can  doe  leJTe  that  cannot  runne  away: 
Then  fith  mans  life  is  a  glaffe,  and  a  phillip  may  cracke  it, 
Mine  is  no  more,  and  a  bullet  may  pearce  it : 
Therefore  I  will  play  lead  in  fight.  Exit. 
Enter  Soliman,  Brufor,  with  Janif arte s. 
Soli.The gates  are  (hut,  which  prooues  that  Rhodes  reuolts,, 
And  that  Perfeda  is  not  Solimans : 
Ah  Brufor  fee  where  thy  Lucina  lyes, 
Butcherd  defpightfully  without  the  walles. 

Bru.  Vnkinde  Perfeda^  could  ft  thou  vfe  her  fo  ? 
And  yet  we  vfd  Perfeda  little  better. 

Soli.  Nay  gentle  Brufor  Ray  thy  teares  a  while,  * 
Leaft  with  thy  woes  thou  fpoile  my  commedie, 
And  all  too  foone  be  turnd  to  Tragedie. 
Go  Brufor,  beare  her  to  thy  priuate  tent, 
Where  we  at  leifure  will  lament  her  death, 

And 


of  Soliman  and  Perfeda. 
And  with  ourteares  bewaile  herobfequies: 
For  yet  Perfeda  Hues  For  Soliman. 
Drum  found  a  parle,  were  it  not  for  her, 
I  would  facke  the  towne  ere  I  would  found  a  parle. 

"The  Drumfoundes  a  parle. 
Perfeda  comes  upon  the  walls  in  mans  apparel  I, 
Batil'ifcoand  Pifton,  upon  the  walles. 

Per.  At  whofe  intreatie  is  this  parle  founded? 

Soli.  At  our  intreatie,  therefore  yeeld  the  towne. 

Per.  Why  what  art  thou  that  boldlie  bids  vs  yeeld? 

Soli.  Great  Soliman, 'Lord  of  all  the  world. 

Per.  Thou  art  not  Lord  of  all,  Rhodes  is  not  thine. 

Soli.  It  was,  and  fhall  be  maugre  who  faies  no. 

Per.  I  that  fay  no  will  neuer  fee  it  thine. 

Soli.  Why  what  art  thou  that  dares  refift  my  force? 

Per.  A  Gentleman  and  thy  mortall  enemie, 
And  one  that  dares  thee  to  the  fingle  combate. 

Soli.  Firft  tell  me  doth  Perfeda  Hue  or  no? 

Per.  She  Hues  to  fee  the  wrack  of  Soliman. 

Soli.  Then  He  combate  thee  what  ere  thou  art. 

Perfe.  And  in  Eraftus  name  He  combate  thee. 
And  heere  I  promife  thee  on  my  Chriftian  faith, 
Then  will  I  yeeld  Perfeda  to  thy  hands,, 
That  if  thy  ftrength  fhall  ouer  match  my  right, 
To  vfe,  as  to  thy  liking  fhall  feeme  beft. 
But  ere  I  come  to  enter  fingle  fight, 
Firft  let  my  tongue  vtter  my  hearts  defpight, 
And  thus  my  tale  begins :  thou  wicked  tirant, 
Thou  murtherer,  accurfed  Homicide, 
For  whom  hell  gapes,  and  all  the  vgly  feindes, 
Doe  waite  for  to  receiue  thee  in  their  iawes, 
Ah  periur'd  and  inhumaine  Soliman, 
How  could  thy  heart  harbour  a  wicked  thought, 
Againft  the  fpotleffe  fife  of  pobre  Erajlus} 
Was  he  not  true?  would  thou  hadft  been  as  iuft. 
Was  he  not  valiant?  would  thou  hadft  been  as  vertuous. 
Was  he  nor  loyali?  would  thou  hadft  beenas  iouing. 


The  Tragedie 
Ah  wicked  tirant  in  that  one  mans  death, 
Thou  haftbetraide  the  flower  of  Chriftendome. 
Dyed  he  becaufe  his  worth  obfcured  thine? 
In  flaughteringhim  thy  vertuesare  defamed. 
Didft  thou  mifdoe  him,  in  hop^  to  win  Perfeda} 
Ah  foolifli  man,  therein  thou  art  decerned, 
For  though  fheliue,  yet  will  fhe  nere  Hue  thine, 
Which  to  approoue,  He  come  to  combate  thee. 

Sol.  Injurious  foulemouth'd  Knight,  my  wrathfull  arm 
Shall  chaftice  and  rebuke  thefe  iniuries. 

"  Then  Perfeda  comes  dozvn  to  Soliman,  and 
Bafilifcoawd  Pifton. 

Fiji.  I  but  heareyou,  are  you  fo  foolifh  to  fight  with  him? 

Baf.  I  firra,  why  not,  as  long  as  I  ftand  by? 

Soli.  lie  not  defend  Erajlus  innocence, 
But  thee  in  maintaining  Perfedas  beautie. 

Then  they  fight,  Soliman  kits  perfeda. 

Per.  I  now  1  lay  Perfeda  at  thy  feete, 
But  with  thy  hand  firft  wounded  to  the  death, 
Now  fhall  the  world  report  that  Soliman, 
Slew  Erajlus  in  hope  to  win  verfeda, 
And  murdred  her  for  louing  of  her  husband. 

Soli.  What  my  perfeda,  all  that  hauel  done, 
Yet  kifle  me  gentle  loue  before  thou  die. 

Per.  A  kifle  I  graunt  thee  though  I  hate  thee  deadlie. 

Soli.  I  loued  thee  dearelie  and  accept  thy  kifTe. 
Why  didft  thou  loue  Erajlus  more  then  me, 
Or  why  didft  thou  not  giue  Soliman  a  kifle 
Ere  this  vnhappy  time,  then  hadft  thou  liued. 

BaJ.  Ah  let  me  kifle  thee  to  before  I  dye. 

Then  Soliman  kils  Bafilifco. 

Soli.  Nay  die  thou  fhalt  for  thy  prefumption, 
For  kifling  her  whome  I  doe  hold  fo  deare. 

Pijl.  I  wilL  not  kifle  her  fir,  but  giue  me  leaue 
To  weepe  ouer  her,  for  while  fhe  liued, 
She  loued  me  dearely,  and  I  loued  her. 

Soli.  If  thou  didft  loue  her  villaine  as  thou  faidft, 

Then 
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Then  wait  on  her  thorough  eternal  night. 

77w/SoIiman  kils  Pifton. 
Ah  Perfeda,  how  ftiall  I  mourne  for  thee? 
Faire  fpripging  Rofe,  ill  pluckt  before  thy  time. 
Ah  heauens  that  hitherto  have  fmilde  on  me, 
Why  doe  you  vnkindly  lowre  on  Solyman} 
The  lofle  of  halfe  my  Realmes,  nay  crownes  decay, 
Could  not  haue  prickt  fo  neere  vnto  my  heart, 
As  doth  the  lofle  of  my  Perfedaes  life: 
And  with  her  life,  I  hkewife  loofe  my  loue, 
And  with  her  loue  my  hearts  felicitie. 
Euen  for  Erq/lus.dezth,  the  heauens  have  plagued  me. 
Ah  no  the  heauens  did  neuer  more  accurfe  me, 
Then  when  they  made  me  Butcher  of  my  loue. 
Yet  iuftly  how  can  I  condemne  rriy  felfe, 
When  Brufor  liues,  that  was  the  caufe  of  all? 
Come  Brufor ',  helpe  to  lift  her  body  vp, 
Is  Ihe  not  faire? 

Bru.  Euen  in  the  .houre  of  death. 

Soli.  Was  (he  not  conftant? 

Bru.  As  firmeas  are  the  poles  w hereon  heauen  lyes. 

Soli.  Was  fhe  not  chafte? 

Bru.  As  is  Pandora  or  Dianaes  thoughts. 

Soli.  Then  tell  me  (his  treafons  fet  afide) 
What  was  Erajlus  in  thy  opinion? 

Bru.  Faire  fpoken,  frife,  courteous,  and  liberall: 
Kinde,  euen  to  his  foqs;  gentle  and  affable, 
And  all,  inall;his%deeds  heroyacall. 

Soli.  Ah,  was  he  fo:  how  durftttvem  then  vngratiouseouir- 
Firft  caufe  me  murrher  fuch  a  worthy-  man,  (feller, 
And  after  tempt  fo  verruous  a  woman? 
Be  this  therefore  the  lalt  that  ere  thou  fpeake: 
Ianifaries,  take  him  ftmight  vnto  the  block, 
Off  with  his  head,  and  fuffer  him  not  to  fpeake. 

Exit  Brufor. 
And  now  Perfeda,  heere  I  lay  me  downe, 
And  on  thy  beautie  ftill  contemplate, 

I  Vntill 
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Vntill  mine  eyes  fball  furfet  by  my  gafing: 
But  ftay,  let  me  fee  what  paper  is  this* 

Then  be  takes  vp  a  paper  and  r cedes  in  it  as  folhweib. 

W  '  -  '  :  %4v   ■  >\ inn-tit ' (•* "rjffKwn ^V<W\*Vrf 

Tyrant  my  lips  were Jaw  ft  with  deadfo.poyfon> 
To  plague  thy  hart  that  is Jo  full  of poyfon. 

What  am  I  poifoned?  thenlanifaries, 
Let  me  fee  Rhodes  recouered  ere  I  die. 
Souldiers,  affault  the  towne  on  every  fide, 
Spoile  all,  kill  all,  let  none  efcape  your  furie.  . 

Sound  an  alarum  to  thefighu 
Say  Captaine,  is  Rhodes  recouered  againe. 

Capt.  It  is  my  Lord,  and  flroopes  to  Soliman. 

Soli.  Yet  that  alayes  the  furie  of  my  paine, 
Before  I  die,  for  dpubtlelTe  die  I  mult, 
I,  fates,  iniurious  fates,  haue  fo  decreed, 
For  now  I  feele  the. poyfon  gins  to  worke, 
And  I  am  wcake  euen  to  the  very  death, 
Yet  fomething  more  contentedly  I dye, 
For  that  my  death  was  wrought  by*  herdeuife^ 
Who  liuing  was  my  ioy,  whofe  death  my, woe. 
Ah  lanifaries  now  dyes  your  Em  perdu  tto' 
Before  his  age  hath  feene  his  mellowed-  yeare's,   a  . 
And  if  you  euer  loued  your  Emperour,        I  r/n\~ 
Affright  me  not  with  forrowes  and  laments: 
And  when  my  foulefrom  body  fhall  depart, 
Trouble  me  not^but  let  me  piaffe  in  peace, 
And  in  your  file^e  let  your  loue  be  fhowrud;. 
My  la-ft  requeft  for  I  commaund  no  more, '    ft  ( 
Is  that  my  body,  with  Perfedas  be, 
Interd,  where  my  Erajlus lyes  intombd, 
And  let  one  Epitaph  containe  vs  all:  -  i\At&. 

Ah  now  I  feele  the  paper  tould  me  true, 
The  poifon  is  difperft  through  euerie  vaine, 
And  boyles  like  Etna  in  my  frying  guts. 
Forgiue  me  deere  Erajlus  my  ynkindnes, 


of  Soliman  andPerfeda. 
I  haue  reuengd  thy  death  with  many  deaths: 
And  fweete  PerfedaRie  not  Soliman, 
x  When  as  my  gliding  gholt  lhaU  follow  thee, 
With  eager  moode,  thorow  eternall  night: 
And  now  pale  Death  fits  on  my  panting  foule, 
And  with  reuenging  ire  dooth  tyrannife, 
And  fayes  for  Soliman  too  much  amiffe, 
This  day  fhall  be  the  peryod  of  my  blifle.  Exeunt. 
Then  Sjoliman  dyes,  and  they  carry  him forth  in filence. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Fortune.  I  gaue  Eraftus  woe  and  miferie, 
Amidft  hisgreateft  ioy  and  iollitie, 

Loue.  But  I  that  haue  power  in  earth  and  heauen  aboue, 
Stung  them  both  with  neuer  failing  loue. 

Death.  But  I. bereft  them  both  of  loue  and  life. 

Loue  Of  life,  but  not  of  loue,  for  euen  in  death, 
Their  fouies  are  knit,  though  bodyes  be  difioynd, 
Thou  didft  but  wound  their  flefh,  their  minds  are  free, 
Their  bodies  buried  yet  they  honbur  me. 

Death.  Hence  fooliih  Fortune,  and  thou  wanton  Loue, 
Your  deeds  are  trifles,  mine  of  confequence. 

For.  Igiue  worlds  happinefs  and  woes  increafe. 

Loue.  By  ioynihg  perfons,  I  increafe  the  world. 

Death.  By  waftning  all,  I  conquer  all  the  world. 
And  now  toencj  our  difference  at  laft, 
In  this  laft  a£l,  note  but  the  d^edes  of  Death, 
Where  is  Erajlus  now  but  in  my  triumph? 
Where  are  the  murtherers  but  in  my  triumph  ? 
Wh?re, Iudge  an4^itpeiTes  but  in  my  triumph  ? 
Wheres  m&Lttcifito  b\jt  in  my  triumph  ? 
Wherfes  fok? Petfedahut  in  my  trittmph? 
Wheres  Ba/ifffvo  but  in  my  triumph  ? 
VVheres  faithfull  Pi/ion  but  in  my  triumph  ?v 
Wheres  valiant  firufor  but  in  my  triumph  ? 
And  wheres  great  Soliman  but  in  my  triumph  ? 
Their  loues  and  fortunes  ended  with  their  liues, 

I  ?         ]  And 


The  Tragedie 
And  they  muft  waitvpon  the  Carre  of  Death: 
Packe  Loue  and  Fortune^  play  in  Commedies, 
For  powerfull  Death  beft  fitteth  Tragedies. 
Lone.  I  go>  yet  Loue  fhall  neuer  yeeld  to  Death. 

Exit  Loue. 

Death.  But  Fortune  fhall,  for  when  I  wafte  the  world, 
Then  times  and  kingdomes  Fortunes  fhall  decay. 

For.  Meane  time  will  i^r/z/^gouerneas  (he  may. 

Exit  Fortune. 

Death.  I,  now  will  Death  in  his  mod  haughtie  pride, 
Fetch  his  imperial!  Carre  from  deepeft  hell. 
And  ride  in  triumph  through  the  wicked  world, 
Sparing  none  but  facred  Cynthias  friend, 
Whom  Death  did  feare  before  her  life  began: 
For  holy  fates  hauegrauen  it  in  their  tables, 
That  Death  fhall  die,  if  he  attempt  her  end, 
Whofe  life  is  heauens  delight  and  Cynthia's  friend. 

FINIS. 
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